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1. POLAND 


In two months I shall be 71 years old and it occurred to me to leave a testimony of 
the horrors experienced during the Second World War (which began when I was 17) 
with the hope that who ever shall read it will do his or her best that this never 
gets repeated, though I am very skeptic about this, seeing the killings that go on 
in the ex-Yugoslavia but as the saying goes, the last thing that one loses is hope 
and it was hope that helped me survive the most horrendous years of the Nazi 
persecution. 


My name is Szymon (Szymek) Lichtig. 

I was born on 8/25/22 into a Jewish family in the town of Tarnow, Krakow province, 
Poland; my father was called Aron Samuel and my mother Race (Regina) Fuchs, both 
having been born in 1887; I had a sister Ana (Hania) who was 10 years older than I 
and a brother Jaime (Chamek) who was 5 years older than I. As we were not 
accustomed to celebrate birthdays I do not remember neither the day nor the month 
of their birth. My life at home as a child, as long back as I have a memory, was 
pleasant. 

My parents were of the lower middle class, they had a shop of Kosher dairy products 
which used to be open from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m.; it closed Fridays at 6 p.m. until 8 
p.m. on Saturdays, when it was opened until 10. Sundays it was not allowed to open 
but we did work, with the doors half closed. There was never any lack of food at 
home, the life we led was austere, Fridays nights and on days of festivities before 
the meals we put on the table a braided bread and an oval one too, both subjects of 
a blessing and I remember very well that on many opportunities my mother with tears 
in her eyes put black bread on the table instead of white because it was cheaper; 
she felt as if it were a sacrilege. My parents were religious but were not very 
strict with us three. At home we ate Kosher, both Polish and Yiddish were spoken, 
the three of us went to public schools, had a house-maid living with us who was a 

Polish Catholic and single and had worked for us for about 20 years, her name was 

Jozefa Mizera, she spoke Yiddish well and knew all the customs of a Kosher kitchen. 
My maternal grandparents lived in Tarnow too, grandfather Abraham Fuchs and 
grandmother Rachel Lichtblau, as also a sister of my mother Susla (Zosia) with her 
husband Samuel Jachimowicz with their four children Gienek, Hania, Sala and Fajwek; 
there also lived in the same town two brothers of my father, the two married, with 
their families; one was called Lipa Lichtig, his wife Ana and two daughters Eva and 
Sala; my other uncle was Szymon, his wife Hania and two sons Salek and Iziek. 

My mother also had two married brothers who lived together with their families in 
the town of Chozow in Silesia, which was near the German border; one of the 

brothers was Fredek Fuchs, his wife Rozia and only son Heinz. The other uncle was 

Iziek Fuchs, aunt Hela and my cousin Jurek (George). It was also there that another 
sister of my mother lived, Dora with her husband Herman Werker and children Ruth 
and Fredek. 

In the city of Tarnow there was no university, for this you had to go to Krakow, 
but there also existed another difficult barrier to cross. For Jews there was a 
quota system called Numerus Clausus. 

My parents wanted their children to study but they were not in a financial 
condition to finance their stay in Krakow for the intent of entering the 
University, so my sister, after finishing high school took a course of dressmaking 
and things were going well for her; my brother, after high school and having spent 
a time in Krakow without being able to enter the university, began the proceedings 
to enroll at Jerusalem university at that time Palestina was a British protectorate 
proceedings that came to a halt due to the outbreak of the war. In Poland 
antisemitism was very strong. There were contradictions, on the one hand Jews were 
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allowed not to attend classes on Saturdays in grade schools. The slaughter of 
animals for Kosher meat was permitted, there were Jewish professors giving classes 
of Jewish religion and on the other hand there were restrictions at the 
universities, a lot of anti-Semitism in the army, there was a very anti-Semitic 
newspaper published by the clergy. In our city there were 60,000 inhabitants and 
half of these were Jews, it was very common to see graffiti and to hear shouts of 
"Jews to Palestine". There was a public park in the city, like a miniature Central 
Park, but if we went there after 10 p.m. we were beaten up at that time we were 
taught not to return the blows so as not to provoke. 

I belonged to a Zionist organization called Akiba, it was for the youth and 
Saturdays afternoon and Sundays we had classes of Jewish history and scoutism. 
During the week I used to take classes of religion and reading Yiddish, at a place 
called Heder, and when Saturday mornings I used to visit my grandparents, 
grandfather used to make me read, to see what I had learned; he was very religious 
and a scholar of the Torah; I always remember him sitting at his table full of 
books in Yiddish, with his beard long and white and in a black caftan, with his 
face radiating goodness and swaying forward and back accompanying his reading. My 
paternal grandmother lived in the town of Dabrowa with her disabled daughter Chaia; 
I remember having visited them very few times, my grandfather had died before I was 
born. Grandfather Abraham (Awrum), my mother's father, died a normal death shortly 
before the beginning of the war; I am glad he never got to know the Nazis. 

Until my sixth year at grade school we lived in an apartment building at Goldhamera 
street, I think Nr.7, fully in the city's center, in front of a plaza, and at the 
other side of the plaza there was my school Brodzinskiego; the building where we 
lived was some 300 m away from the shop of my parents at Rybna Street Nr.2. Later 
we moved to Pracy Str. 8 outside the center, the district was called Grabowka. 

My parents had a partnership with my uncle Jachimovich; this consisted of an 
apartment building plus a three room house in the middle of a garden which occupied 
almost a whole block and there were also about four empty blocks in the country¬ 
side, situated at a distance of about 400 m. Shortly afterwards we moved to the 
house in the center of the block, at Pracy 4. The garden was surrounded by a fence, 
the gate closed at 10 p.m., I did not have a key and if some Saturday or Sunday I 
arrived after 10 p.m. I did not ring the bell for the gate to be opened, so that 
father should not notice the hour of my arrival; I jumped the fence instead, 
entered the house and my father acted as if he had not noticed. 

I was the only one who, against the insistence of my parents and my uncle Iziek, 
did not want to go on to high school but wanted to go to work (one always gets to 
regret this, but then it is too late) but anyhow the war would have cut short my 

studies. I began working as an office boy at a company dealing with textile fabrics 

called Rebhan and Weiss at Katedralna 2, everything was OK, I got a raise, at the 
beginning of 39 I bought my first bicycle with my own money, I think he 

satisfaction and pride which this purchase gave me was greater than the one I felt 

when I bought my first car, fifteen years later. 

The Akiba organization maintained youth colonies for the vacation months for its 
members, at a national level; I was a constant candidate since I was 12, generally 
they rented some houses in the country or in the middle of a forest in some tourist 
zone, my brother Chamek belonged at the beginning to the same organization but 
later he switched to another one, called Hanoar Hacioni. My cousin Fajwek who was 
three years older than I also belonged to this last one. Towards the end of the 
year 1937 my sister Hania got married. My brother-in-law Manek Malawer,from the 
town of Przemysl, had in our city in the elegant central district of the Krakowska 
street a sewing and fur shop for ladies, together with his brother Izek, they had 
lots of work and were prospering. About a year later my sister gave birth to a 
beautiful baby-girl who was called Marylka. 

The Zionist organization had many principles of the boy scouts, among them those of 
not drinking alcohol and not smoking, at the wedding of Hania or at the celebration 
of the birth of Marylka I did not touch a drop of alcohol. Years later, in the 
Army, I did learn to drink and smoke but fortunately these vices were temporary and 
I did not get hooked. 

We lived a very happy time, my brother-in-law became one more of the family, they 
lived in a pretty apartment in the same building where they had the shop. At that 
time it was not common to have a bathroom complete with a tub and hot water or to 
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have an electric refrigerator; they did have them, in my home there was only an 
ice-box and the tub was made of tinplate which was filled with water heated in a 
stove fueled with wood or coal. I much enjoyed our house within a big garden in 
part full of strawberries and the rest given over to all types of greenery and 
vegetables and a number of fruit trees when the time came around for the ripening 
of the strawberries we used to put bundles of straw below them so they did not 
touch the soil, they were very big and had a lot of taste and we used to sell them 
in our parents' shop. 

I remember that when I was a child, I believe because of a pulmonary illness, the 
doctor decided that I should drink milk freshly milked. My aunt Tekla Zosia had 

some cows and I had to go to the stable when she milked them. I never liked 

drinking this milk with froth on it, I drank it with my teeth pressed together, 
probably this is the reason why even today I do not like milk. My cousin Fajwek had 
better luck, at the same time he was considered weak and they sent him to my 
parents' shop to drink cream, he did not dislike it at all. 

When vacation time came around, in the month of July 1939, I went to the vacation 
colony opened for this occasion by our organization in Zakopane in the Carpathian 
mountains (it lasted 3 weeks), my age-group was quartered in a house and in a barn, 
in the middle of a clearing in a dense forest. We were about 60, between boys and 
girls, who had come from different parts of the country, I was almost 17; the 
following age-group was quartered in a place similar to ours, at a distance of one 

kilometer and as always, the girls were sleeping on the ground floor and we in the 

attic. For mattresses we used big sacks of burlap with an opening in the middle and 
it was filled with straw; the bag, a blanket and a set of sheets were part of our 
equipment which, together with some clothes, a plate, a jug and eating utensils we 
had brought along in a backpack. We had a good time, we all easily fitted into the 
group. Reveille was sounded at 6, half an hour later we were in formation around 
the mast where the day's activities were announced, e.g.: morning prayers at 7 (to 
which I rarely concurred), 7.30 breakfast, from 8 to 10 scouting activities 
(teaching and practice of the Morse alphabet, tying marine knots, and such), 10:30 
to 12 Hebrew language lessons, at 1 p.m. lunch, 3 to 4 lectures on Jewish history, 
6:30 to 8 taking walks or playing games, 8 to 9 dinner and after that conversation 
and singing around the campfire and at 10 the call to quarters. Each day 5 of us 
were taking turns for kitchen work, such as peeling potatoes, kneading bread, 
washing pots which were big and many; whenever I could invent something to escape 
the kitchen I did it. Friday nights and Saturdays the food was special and the 
activities different, there 
pp5 

were more lectures on religion and Jewish history, we also had a doctor, bah, that 
was what we called him, he was a boy from the Tarnoow organization who was studying 
medicine, he had a wonder drug for everything, i.e. aspirin. To avoid being robbed 
there were guards outside for the 24 hours of the day, we took turns of 2 hours 
each in pairs, the best turns were those during the day or between 10 and 12 p.m. 
because everybody was still awake, the worst were those between 12 p.m. and 2 a.m. 
and those of 2 to 4 or 4 to 6. The person who finished guard duty at night handed 
over to the next turn a kerosene lantern, a whistle and a watch which, when we got 
very sleepy, we advanced a few minutes when passing it on to the next turn our 
obligation was doing the rounds around the buildings with the eyes open. 

One night a group of anti-Semits attacked the encampment of the older children by 
blows and sticks and they set fire to a pile of straw kept in the yard our guards 
when seeing the fire on the skyline awakened us in a few minutes. Some of the group 
that had been attacked came running to see how we were faring, we had not been 
attacked and to the others, apart from some blows and bruises, had not happened 
anything else either. 

I knew that on the second week of the camp we were going to make an excursion to 
the mountains walking and scaling heights, my mother gave me permission to go to 
the colony under the condition that I did not do any climbing and I promised her 
not to do so, but I liked mountains very much and I was fond of scaling them so 
that when the moment came I thought that mother would not be informed so I went; 
there were many who remained in the camp, between our two groups we formed one of 
55, those of the older age group had already experience in mountain climbing. One 
morning, with a backpack of a reduced weight, with boots and thick socks to avoid 
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blisters, we began marching. We marched about 30 and some kilometers daily, 
generally speaking I marched very well and had a lot of resistance and for that 
reason I was always called on to stay at the rear, to help those who fell behind. 

On the third day we arrived at the foot of the mountain called Swinska Gora, it was 
the highest in Poland, I think it had a height of some 1000 m, there we had to 
climb in single file, occasionally holding on to chains and embedded iron spikes; I 
got tired to go with those who fell behind and I took up more or less the fifth 
position in the line and we started to climb. We climbed for a number of hours, I 
do not remember how many, it was hard to advance, one had to get hold of something 
with the hands to be able to lift a foot, when we crossed the summit, always in 
single file, a boy who went behind me and was also a good climber took the position 
before me; I protested but still he stayed ahead of me. When some twenty or twenty 
five of us had already crossed the summit and began the descent on the other side, 
a very strong storm broke out, storms in the mountains usually are strong and 
short, and then the only thing I remember is having heard a strong explosion and I 
lost consciousness at a certain instant I recovered it and felt that I was falling 
and the only thing I thought what will mother say and I passed out again and I do 
not know how much time, later when I awoke, I was lying in the dry bed of a small 
stream which came from higher up; I could not move but I was aware of hearing 
shouts, moaning, pleas for help and when I could open the eyes, I saw bloodied 
faces and some of our group who moved around, trying to help. It was they who had 
told me that a lightning had cut off the summit of the mountain and an avalanche of 
stones fell at our side pulling us along. Nothing had happened to the rest of our 
people who were still climbing upwards, some came over to our side and others had 
dispersed trying to descend to some refuge to ask for help. In the meanwhile I 
again lost consciousness; when I came to my senses I felt as if floating on the air 
and seeing stars, I thought I was in the otherworld but after a few minutes I heard 
a voice which said let us prop him up and they leant me against a rock and than I 
knew that I was alive. 

What had happened was that to lower me from the mountain they had put me in a net 

fixed to a pole and so they did bring me to a refuge but, because of the lack of 

electricity, they were unable to make the cable car function to take me further 
down; I remember that the only food there was in the shelter was bread and mustard, 
I began to move the hands but not the feet; probably because of my having fallen 

into the bed of the brook I had bruises all over my body but nothing was broken. 

Next day I was lowered to the hospital where I met lots of our people and where we 
stayed for a few days; it was here that I was informed that the person who led our 
group and who was marching in the first place died, as also did another, who went 
behind him; so did the boy who put himself before me when we crossed the summit and 
two more. Also in a precipice on the Checoslovakian side they found a pair of boys 
who died embracing each other, it was supposed that they lost their way and were 
surprised by the night and have fallen into the precipice. I asked the people at 
the hospital that if my parents called looking for me, they should be told that I 
was not there, but I did not consider that my brother, who worked as a collaborator 
for a local periodical of Tarnow would call as a journalist and would find out 
everything, but he had not told anything to our parents yet. The radio also 
transmitted the news and I do not know if it was a mistake of the radio or because 
of a misunderstanding on the part of a client of my parents' shop, she understood 
that I was among the dead and when she met my mother on the street presented her 
condolences and then my brother told them the truth. In the hospital I was told 
that the difficulty in moving my feet was due to the electric discharge of the 
lightning and that I should not be preoccupied they buried my feet in the earth a 
number of times each day and two days later I began to walk, with difficulties at 
first but sufficiently to be sent home; I do not know if it was because of her 
happiness to see me again but mother never mentioned my failure to keep my promise 
of not climbing. During my stay in the hospital and not being able to sleep at 
night I remembered the pranks we had done during the nights; the roof of the girls' 
rooms was made of planks and was at the same time the floor of our attic it had 
openings at the joints and through these we threw some water at them. They screamed 
a lot, thinking that we were urinating, we were kicking the boys who snored a lot; 
or we threw salt in their mouths through a paper cone or we painted their faces 
with shoe polish. Shortly after my coming home, my legs became normal again and the 
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bruises got cured, the only effect that I still felt on some occasions was like the 
passage of an electric current, for some weeks, it was the month of August and 
there was much talk about the possibility of a war against Germany. Hitler expelled 
Jews of Polish origin to Poland, one could hear about the atrocities of the SS and 
the SA, my father who had taken part in the first war in the Austro-Hungarian army 
and had known the German troops could not believe that those were true. Civilian 
defense was organized, during the nights we had to do the rounds of the deserted 
streets of the town. Had it not been for the war and everything it brought with it, 
the worst memory of my life would have been that accident in the Carpathian 
mountains. 

During the month of August we lived with much nervousness and anxiety, especially 
when we listened to the incendiary speeches of Hitler through the radio and because 
of the terrible experiences of those who arrived from Germany, having been 
expelled. There was a girl who lived in front of us on the other side of our street 
whom I began to see regularly, she was called DORA FLUHR. 

That meant dating her and then walking through the neighborhood, she had parents 
and two smaller brothers, we all knew each other. On September 1-st 1939 war broke 
out, the impact was terrible, the German troops being well organized and motorized 
crossed with their tanks the Polish border, running over the Polish army which 
confronted them with cavalry, mounted and with swords in their hands they resisted; 
German aviation bombed every town including ours; my uncles Fredek with Rozia and 
my cousin Hainz, Iziek with Hela with my cousin Jurek, my aunt Dora with Herman and 
my cousins Ruth and Fredek who lived in Chosow, near the German border escaped and 
came to Tarnow with the hope that the Germans would not get so far but in a week 
they were already near. Everybody began fleeing towards the East, towards the 
Russian border, mostly on foot, the luckier ones on horse-drawn carriages like the 
family of my uncle Herman Werker and Iziek (Alfred) Fuchs, uncle Fredek Fuchs with 
Rozia and Heinz lived with us and we decided that they, my brother-in-law Manek, my 
brother Chanek and I, would go on foot towards the East. 

One day, early in the morning, with our backpacks full of clothes we took to the 
road, the army had requisitioned my bicycle the day before, the roads were 
chockfull of troops, mounted or on carts 

or marching and the same for the fleeing civilians; advance became slower and 
slower, the backpacks began to weigh down on us more and more so that gradually we 
began throwing things away so as to be able to walk more easily. Next day we 
finished the little food we had and this was a serious problem, with so many people 
on the road all the shops had been emptied, we picked green fruit from the trees 
and ate them. My aunt Rozia was a tall woman and somewhat fat and she began to have 
difficulties in walking, on an occasion a sergeant who was riding a horse-cart and 
who was of Chozow recognized my uncle and he offered him space for four, we decided 

that uncle Fredek, the aunt and Heinz get on and also my brother to take care of 

them and that the moment the cart had to get off the road they would descend and 

would wait for us at the roadside, we thought that as the road was so full, the 

cart will advance only slightly more quickly than we could. After walking some 
hours we arrived at a crossroads and there military police permitted military 
transports only to advance and the civilians had to detour, with desperation we 
tried to explain to them that if they did not let us continue straight ahead we 
would get lost from our families; there was nothing to be done, we were diverted 
and so we did got lost. German aviation was bombing and strafing the roads, during 
one of the bombings we were sitting under a tree near the road and I do not know 
why, I began to insist to my brother-in-law: let's get away from here, let's get 
away, without being able to give a reason, at last he accepted and barely had we 
covered a distance of about 20 meters a bomb fell on that tree. 

We arrived at the town of Rzeszow which is 80 kms from Tarnow when we were 
overtaken by the Germans, some days later we returned home, of my brother and my 
uncle and his family we had no news. After two months the Germans and the Polish 
police began making round-ups on the streets to get hold of young people for forced 
labor, one day there was a need to go to my parents' shop, I put a bandage on my 
right arm and went out on the street, a few blocks from the shop I was stopped by a 
German army patrol (who were not so bad at that time), they asked me for documents 
and I did as if I did not understand anything (I was not wearing the star of David) 
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and I showed them my bandaged arm, and after insulting me for a few minutes they 
said Disappear in German and I as an idiot said thanks, also in German, luckily 
they were not bright enough to catch on that this I did understand and I left. 

In Tarnow it was very difficult to go around on the street without the yellow star 
because people knew us and many Roman Catholic Poles took advantage of the 
opportunity to denounce us to any German or Polish policeman passing by. 

On the ninth of November 1939 the Germans burned down all the Jewish temples of the 
town, later we were informed that this was the 

anniversary of the assassination of the German ambassador in Paris by a Jew. In 
November, the Polish police got hold of me on the street, together with many other 
young people, they took us to the police station and shut us up in a cell and next 
morning they took us to the army quarters and from then on we had to come every day 
to clean the barracks and the stables where they had the horses, for about one 
year; at that time we already lived in the ghetto, which included our house, so 
that we continued to live there. 

My parents' business went on functioning with lots of difficulties of supplying it, 
almost nothing was visible to the public (at that time we only had butter and 
cottage cheese). One morning my brother arrived at our home, it so happened that at 
the same time we got lost, he too lost contact with our uncle and he reached the 

easternmost part of Poland which, due to the pact between Hitler and Stalin, was 

occupied by Russia in 1939; we did not have any news about my uncle's family; my 
brother had succeeded in crossing the border to get home. 

In the year 1940 the Gestapo arrested my brother-in-law, one of the Gestapo bosses 
was called Von Malutki, with the help of one of the chiefs of the Jewish police of 
the ghetto we could pass him a request that he free my in-law, they had him in the 
prison; at that time there was a scarcity of Leica 2 cameras. Von Malutki (his name 
in Polish, Malutki, means short or stubby) asked for this camera and we did the 
impossible and got it, but the son of a bitch instead of letting him go, sent him 
to Auschwitz to the concentration camp; my sister and Marilka lived with us, in a 
few months there arrived a telegram that my in-law had died of a heart attack. 

On a certain opportunity I was at the shop together with my brother attending to 

the public and a Pole entered who was known as a mischief-maker and he asked for 

butter, we answered him that there was none, he insisted and when my brother 
repeated the same, the man raised his arm as if to hit him, I jumped at him and 
gave him a blow between the eyes, he got out somewhat groggy and began to shout 
that the Jews were beating the Poles; before something more important could brew up 
we let the curtain down and went home; some days later the guy met our father who 
was unaccompanied and broke his head at a number of places, luckily father healed 
all right. On an opportunity during forced labor for some days we were taken to the 
place where earlier there stood the Central Post Office and which had been bombed 
by the German aviation when war began, to clean the place of rubble, this was at 
the corner of Pocztowa and Urszulanska streets, half a block away there were the 
Gestapo quarters, all the SS passed by continually, among them a Gestapo called 
Kendra, a very bloodthirsty man, I think he was the second in command of Von 
Malutki, he liked to choose his victims, forcing them to move away three steps and 
shooting them, we all knew him because of this. One morning, while we were working 
there about ten young men, the guy goes by, stops on the sidewalk and signals with 
his hand to someone among us, I think that we all thought that the call was 
directed to himself, nobody moved and he continued to call with his hand, I do not 
know why but I left the shovel and approached him, he took out his gun and said his 
favorite phrase, move away three steps and I will shoot you and as I took him 
seriously I told him that it being so that you want to kill me, let you move away 
the three steps; he did that and was pointing his gun at me for a few minutes, then 
put his gun away, he took me to the Gestapo, made me enter a dark room and together 
with him another two Gestapos came in and without knowing where it came from I 
received a blow, it made me fall, not so much because of the blow itself, but 
because it came as a surprise, for not knowing where it came from; in the meanwhile 
I got accustomed to the darkness and I began to distinguish them. They made me 
rise, they put a chair before me, made me lean over the back and began hitting me 
one from each side, with a sort of a whip which was leather outside and a wire 
inside, I did not scream not because it did not hurt but because the blows took the 
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air out of my lungs and I could not breathe and they shouted you are acting the 
brave, you do not want to scream, lashing at me with increasing ferocity until 1 
fell on the floor almost in a swoon, they left leaving the door to the corridor 
open; shortly, having recovered a bit, I did not know what to do, I dragged myself 
on the floor to the corridor getting near the street-door electrically commanded 
locks were something new then but the Gestapo had them and we knew it, then I heard 
the noise the lock made, I pushed on the door and got out, without anybody stopping 
me; when I arrived at the ghetto everybody already knew that Kendra had killed me. 
The German who commanded us at the barracks was an army non-com of Berlin, short, 
young and with a nice face, we were paid a few zlotys (Polish money) and when they 
paid us, we always had to give him something, he was not a bad person when he dealt 
with us face to face but when he saw any officer in the distance he began to shout 
at us insults like Jewish scum, shit and all the rest that occurred to him. One day 
we took our revenge, he began to visit a girl of a Polish family who lived on the 
other side of the street in front of the barracks and he asked us, how one said in 
Polish I love you very much and we told him that it was "chce spac z pania" which 
meant I want to sleep with you, the following day he wanted to kill us, even today 
I remember that he was called Heinz Bucholz and lived at Rohowstrasse 12, Berlin, 
0.17. 

In the year 1940 by orders of the German commander of the city, the whole 
population had to get new documents Kenkarte and those given to Jews and gypsies 
had a different color from those given to the rest of the population. After a few 
months there came an order that all Jews had to report at the schools of the 
neighborhood where the Gestapo inspected the Kenkarte and according to their whim 
put a stamp on it with the swastika or with a letter K; nobody knew what it was 
about but it did not look good, it was those who were able to work (according to 
the criteria of the Gestapo) who had the stamp with the swastika. My uncle Iziek 
(Alfred, with Zosia, Hela and George) who, fleeing the Germans at the beginning of 
the war, also arrived at that part of Poland which was occupied by Russia, 
succeeded a few months earlier in returning to Tarnow and lived with us in the 
ghetto. My brother worked at the Jewish community's office which was in principle 
in charge of life in the ghetto, but in reality they were obeying orders of the 
Gestapo and he told us that the K stamp was something bad and meant Kugel, i.e. 
bullet. In the ghetto there lived a man who had been formerly a manufacturer of 
stamps, my brother and some of his friends practically abducted him and obliged him 
to make some stamps like those which the Gestapo had used for the Kenkarte, 
including the one with the swastika and also got the Gestapo to restamp the 
document of my aunt Helena (Zosia) who had received a K, I do not remember why but 
my father had not showed up to have his Kenkarte stamped and my brother stamped it 
with a swastika. Against payment, my brother obtained from an employee of the 
Municipality (which was in charge of issuing the Kenkarte) blank forms of these 
documents of a gray color, which were those they gave to the Catholics and prepared 
false documents for the family, so that we could escape from the ghetto some time 
in the future. I was still frequenting my neighbor Dora for whom also a false 
document had been prepared. 

Towards the end of 1941 one early morning the Gestapo, the SS, the Polish police 
and the Ucranian units, who were tremendously bloodthirsty blocked the ghetto, not 
letting anybody leave, it was a Thursday, and on that day the first raid began and 
which lasted a week; we were 30.000 Jews and they entered the ghetto shooting and 
reduced us to half that number when they entered our home and checked the identity 
papers (they took along or killed straight away those who had the K stamp) they 
wanted to take my aunt Helena (Zosia) because under the swastika stamp the K stamp 
showed through, we began to explain and beg him but he insisted in taking her but 
then George awoke and began to cry asking for Mami, mami, 

I think it was this that made him soften, he turned around and left without saying 
a word. Most of these 15,000 Jews were killed in the ghetto or in the cemeteries by 
gunfire, some were deported to the concentration camps. 

We were lucky, our family, and that of uncle Alfred Iziek and of aunt Zosia (Tekla) 
were complete and also my maternal grandmother, it was as if all of us had been 
born anew all together, the spirit of those who survived the raid was at a level 
below that of the floor, when the raid was over they took us again out of the 
ghetto for work as if nothing had happened, after a few weeks the ghetto zone was 
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reduced. We had to move because our house was left outside the ghetto, we simply 
had to abandon it. We, i.e. my parents, my sister with her daughter Marilka, my 
brother, I and the family of uncle Alfred were assigned a two room apartment, we 
were nine, one of the rooms we gave over to our uncle's family. 

From the moment we left the ghetto until we returned we had to walk wearing the 
armband with the David star emblem, always on the road not on the sidewalk, the 
Germans who walked on the sidewalk often took it out on us with blows, sometimes 
because we did not salute them and sometimes because we did, but to tell the truth 
the German blows did not hurt so much because of them we did not expect anything 
else, what really hurt was when the Catholic Poles shouted at us or hit us, they 
were also suffering the German occupation but their hatred for us was stronger. 
Towards the end of 1941 we decided that the first to escape the ghetto will be my 
mother and my sister with Marilka. In the same house where we lived there also 
lived a family whose daughter had a Catholic fiance, who at times in the night came 

into the ghetto by a secret door to visit her. The ghetto was a district limited by 

certain streets, in the buildings that stood on these borders it was not permitted 
to open the windows or even the entrances, because the streets they were facing 
were already outside the ghetto so that rear outlets had to be opened. The ghetto 
had a single gate for entering and leaving. This boyfriend fiancee, was fine, he 
was called Maniek, always ready to help, he spoke Yiddish perfectly. 

One night mother, Hania and Marylka left through the secret door of the ghetto and 
went to the home of a Polish family whose daughter was a good friend of my sister. 
They had been classmates at secondary school, they were going to stay in this house 
until dawn when Maniek was going to fetch them and accompany them to take the train 

and travel with them to the city of Lwow, which now belongs to Russia. 

Unfortunately the unexpected happened, the son of this family was an ex-officer of 
the Polish army and it was just that night that the Gestapo came looking for him. 
They did not find the man, but in the attic they did find my people and took them 
to the Gestapo. Next morning, as the Gestapo told the Jewish leaders of the ghetto, 
they were found in their cell with the wrists cut, mother and Hania were dead but 
the slashes of Marylka were not deep enough and she survived, they sent her back to 
the ghetto and so we recovered her. We think that before being obliged to tell 
where they got the false papers they chose death, we felt destroyed. 

Life went on, in my work I was transferred to a warehouse for equipment used at 
soldiers' barracks, and which was in Goldhamera street, two blocks from the 
building we had lived in until my twelfth year. The head of this warehouse was a 
non-com officer of the army called Walter Bernhard. He lived at Blumenstrasse 39, 
Berlin. He treated us well on the job, he liked drinking and frequently he gave us 
things from the warehouse to exchange for liquor. When he was drunk he told us that 
he belonged to counter espionage; sometimes he made comments about Polish persons 
who were to be detained in the following hours. He had seen what had happened to us 
at the first raid and he was bothered by the sight of the massacre of defenseless 
people; he left for a leave for 10 days to Berlin. When he was back, he got 
frequently drunk and on one occasion he told us that he had a teenage son and that 
to be able to tell his wife about the massacre of Tarnow Jews he had to wait until 
he was alone with her for fear that his son might denounce him. 

I remember that while we worked at the barracks we were given food at midday at the 
army kitchen, one day when we went to fetch the food we saw that rum was 

distributed among the Germans, the German cook, before giving us our food obliged 

us to drink a glass of rum, with empty stomachs and not accustomed to drink we 
became drunk (the Germans were celebrating some feast). It seems that while I was 
drunk a German officer questioned me about who had given us the liquor but he could 
not find out anything from me, the next day he called me to his office and told me 
that he had been interrogating me while I had been drunk but that he could not get 
out of me who had given us the drink and that I should tell him then; I insisted 
that it had been a German soldier but that I did not know who, I did not want to 
denounce the cook, and this was the end of it. 

One afternoon when we had finished working in the warehouse and it was time already 
for our non-com (Bernhard) to take us back to the ghetto he said to us: today you 

will not go to the ghetto, you will stay here locked up, we were very scared, we 

asked him why but he did not want to give us explanations; beginning dawn and all 
the days that followed we could hear a lot of shooting, it was clear to us that the 
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second raid on the ghetto was on. Bernhard knew that the raid was about to begin 
and had shut us up to spare us. In the morning of the third day two SS came to the 
warehouse and told him, in such a way that we all could hear them: we had come to 

take your Jews, they had quite a discussion about where they would take us and at 

what time and how they would finish us off when we were all convinced already that 
this was the end, there was a great outburst of laughter, they were friends who 
came to visit him and made us a practical joke. They sent me without the yellow 
star to the soldiers' home Soldaten Heim (which had been formerly a hotel) to fetch 
them beer. This home was managed by army nurses, I knew them very well because they 

came frequently to the warehouse to get things and they knew who I was. We insisted 

with Bernhard that he let us go to the ghetto because we were desperate to know 
what had happened to our families, the shooting went on continuously in the ghetto. 
On the fourth day we succeeded in getting him to make us form up by twos and he led 
us marching on the street to the ghetto and left each of us at our homes, with the 
condition that in two hours he was going to pick us up. At a distance of about 3 
meters I told him it was not necessary for him to accompany me to the door. He 
remained standing, waiting for me to enter the house when there appeared at the 
other end of the block a patrol of two Ucranian police (they used black uniforms we 
called them Karakones cockroaches, shouting at me: stop, hands up! they were ready 
to shoot; when he heard the shouts Bernhard came running, ordering them not to 
shoot and to leave me under his orders; they withdrew and he accompanied me until 
entering the house, fortunately my father and Chamek were all right, uncle Alfred 
Iziu with his family and aunt Tekla Zosia too, with hers. 

What happened in the ghetto at the second raid was terrible, dead people 
everywhere, on the streets, on the stairways, in beds and at the cemetery, most of 
them half dressed, in pajamas or night shirts; they obliged the survivors to throw 
the dead on trucks, piling them up as if they were trunks. Two hours later 
Bernhard, as he had told us, came to pick us up and took us back to the warehouse;, 
the raid lasted one week and when it was already over he allowed us to return to 
sleeping in the ghetto. 

The second raid convinced us that we had to escape from the ghetto; to make the 
attempt gave us two possibilities, to be lucky or not, to remain was only waiting 
for the worst. The first to escape was the family of aunt Tekla, shortly after it 
was uncle Alfred Iziu and his family, then sometime later there escaped my brother 
with his girlfriend Sara Unger and her sister and also a friend of Chamek who was 
called Mojna Kruger, all of them to the city of Lwow, all of them accompanied by 
Maniek (the Pole) who then informed us where they had got a place to live, to be 
followed by my father and I. One day in June 42 Bernhard told us that the following 
day the third raid was to begin, he allowed me to go to the ghetto early that 
morning, I tried to convince father to escape that night but he did not want to, 
since the death of my mother and Hania he was disheartened and resigned, he 
insisted that I go alone. 

The window of the room where we lived opened on the street that was outside of the 
ghetto, it was a second floor, at a given moment looking outside I saw Manek (the 
Pole) walking on the opposite sidewalk but he did not look at our window. I was 

desperate for him to see me and I disregarded the prohibition to open the window to 

call him and I did open it, without realizing that doing so I pushed a flowerpot 
which fell on the street with a noise, each one of those who were passing by lifted 
their heads (fortunately the flowerpot had not hurt anybody), Manek too. Seeing me 
he came nearer and I told him that I had to see him urgently, we arranged that at 
night he was going to come to see me. 

Chamek had left me false papers also for Dora, my friend. I went to where they 

lived (the Gestapo had already taken the older of her brothers), I explained to the 

family what was about to happen the next day i.e. the third raid, asking for 
permission from her father for her to escape with me, after insisting a lot he did 
so. 

At nightfall Dora came to our room bringing along a small suitcase with some 
clothes, I had also prepared something similar, we continued to insist with my 
father to come along but he maintained his decision to stay. I thought that he 
would have had good chances of survival if he would have come along with us, he was 
only 55, tall, straight, hair turning gray, straight nose and spoke Polish well, 
most of his generation spoke it with an accent. When night fell Manek came, he 
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commented that he had gone to the railroad station to have a look and it was 
already occupied by the police, they always did that the night before a raid. At 
midnight we left the ghetto, Dora, Maniek and I, through the secret door and we 
went walking on the railbed until Novy Sacz station which was the first one outside 
the town and we arrived there without running into anybody. 

We bought the tickets and after two o'clock in the night we took the train which 
came from Tarnow station for Lwow, during the whole journey we were attentive that 
the police may come to check our papers. Just for safety, Manek was sitting 
separate from us in the same car, nobody came and we arrived without problems. 

Lwow was an important city, big, with its universities, and according to the deal 
struck by Hitler and Stalin it had been occupied by Russia; when Germany invaded 
Russia in 41 it fell under German rule as part of occupied Poland and when the war 
ended, in 45, in accordance with the Yalta pact, it returned to Russian dominion. 

We arrived at Lwow without inconveniences. Maniek took us to the apartment which 
Chamek had rented where we lived all together on the first floor of the second body 
of a building on Szpitalna street, I do not remember the number. Maniek returned 
the following day to Tarnow. The windows of the apartment opened on the inner yard 
and before going up to it, we had to cross this yard, from where, looking upwards, 
we could see the windows before we climbed the stairs; as we were always looking 
out for something unforeseen that might happen, we decided that on the inside of 
the window a dish cloth will always be hanging to signal that everything was in 
order and if it were not there, it would mean danger, so whenever we crossed the 
yard we looked up at that kitchen window. 

Some weeks went by, at that time it was not common for Polish people to move away 
from their towns abandoning family, home and work and to go to distant cities where 
there was no work and living quarters were scarce, they were assigned by the 
Municipality, nobody could move simply because he wanted to, each building had a 
book to register the tenants and if one moved, he had to go with this book to the 
Municipality where they registered his name in the book and in their files, so they 
always knew where they could find a person. A girl who was a friend of Chamek had 
introduced him to the wife of an ex-judge who had acquaintances at the office where 
they assigned living spaces and through her and for money he got the apartment. As 
they say, money is not everything but it helps a lot, we had brought some from the 
ghetto and tried to administer it with utmost care, trying to make it last as long 
as possible. Generally speaking it was suspicious if in a building there appeared 
young persons as new tenants, either the man was an ex-officer of the Polish army 
who was being looked for, or a Jew who tried to escape. I was only 20 years old. 

One afternoon I had left with Dora and when we returned it was already getting 
dark. 

It was autumn, there was a permanent curfew at 10 p.m., I do not remember if, when 
crossing the yard, we did look at the window or not, we went upstairs and when we 
entered the apartment we found three Polish civilians there who said they were 
police and who wanted to run us all in to the Gestapo for being Jews, after giving 
us admonitions for some hours they checked our things, found part of the money, 
took it and left. We came to the conclusion that, so as not to be caught all of us 
together, we had to separate our dwellings, so next day we went to see the wife of 
the ex-judge who succeeded (always for money) in that the two of us were assigned a 
room in another building where we went to live, Dora and I, the rest stayed on for 
the time being at Szpitalna street. 

My uncle Iziu (Alfred) with Helena (Zosia) and George on one side and aunt Tekla 
(Zosia) and uncle Samuel (Karol), Hania (Krystina) and Fajwek (Wojtek) on the other 
were also in Lwow, living at different addresses, I remember my brother having told 
me that the Jachimowicz lived at Kolejowa street 9, but that I must not write the 
address down anywhere; I do not remember the address of the Fuchs family. The 
second daughter of my aunt Tekla, Olga (Sala) with her husband Anton succeeded in 
obtaining a job at a country estate as administrators; I forgot to mention that 
Krysia (Hania) married while we were still in Tarnow and her husband was with them, 
naturally all with false papers, the only one who had genuine documents was a 
Catholic girl who had worked for many years at the home of aunt Tekla (Zosia) as a 
housemaid and came along with them. 

One morning two or three days later Dora (she figured in her false papers as Olga) 
and I went to Szpitalna street and found that the apartment was closed, there was 
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nobody, it seemed strange that they all went out together, we returned a few times 
during the day and next day and it continued closed, there was nobody, we realized 
that something had happened but what? 

Our despair was unbearable. That day in the afternoon there came to the address 
where I lived with Dora two young men of about 25 years saying that they came on 
behalf of Chamek and that he, Sara, his sister and Mojna were in jail and that they 
themselves were Jews of Lwow, also under arrest at the same jail run by the Gestapo 
but being plumbers, they were allowed to go out during daytime to make reparations 
in the houses occupied by the Gestapo and for the nights they returned to jail, 
they gave us lots of details about my brother which could have been told them only 
by him, to convince me that they were sincere, they promised to find some 
connection to some of the Gestapo with whom they had daily contact to try to get 
them to let free the four of them, but in exchange of what? 

Two days later the two youngsters returned saying that they got the promise of a 
Gestapo, who they believed could be trusted that he will not cheat on them in 
exchange for the money, I met the Fuchs and the Jachimowicz and we collected what 
we could and next day we gave it to the young men and I believe that they 
themselves in some way must have added something to increase the sum. A day later 
they came to advise us that within the next three days the four will be freed, I do 
not remember well but I think one of the two was called Wowek and the other Heniek, 
and though it seems that it was not the adequate place or situation, Heniek fell in 
love with Sara's sister who I think was called Mania. The Gestapo lived up to his 
promise and freed my people (the four of them), to see them was like a dream, it 
seemed impossible but it was true, the four found a place to live at, but I do not 
remember any more the name of the street. The situation in Lwow was daily becoming 
more difficult, many Polish and Ucranian civilians were after the new faces in the 
neighborhood, in the suburbs and in the city, it was vox populi that the Jews were 
escaping from the ghettoes with false papers and our beloved countrymen did not 
want to lose the opportunity of taking some economic advantage of not denouncing 
us, in most cases they repeated their demands and when the lemon did not have any 
juice anymore to press, they turned us in anyway, it was like "be a patriot, turn 
in a Jew" and we were so many to be turned in. (I remember that when I was still in 
the ghetto in Tarnow during the second raid father hid in the barn of a Polish 
friend and a neighbor who saw it called the SS and denounced him, fortunately at 
that opportunity the SS asked for the Kenkarte, checked the stamp with the swastika 
that my brother had prepared and accepted it as valid). 

As the common practice to identify us was to let down the pants, we thought of 
fleeing Lwow and if possible Poland; the Poles at that moment had two 
possibilities; one was to get caught on the street or at the doors of the cinemas 
when they left and then they were sent to Germany to labor camps and the other that 

they could apply as volunteers to work for the German work organization, the Todt 

Organization or at other public organizations, to work in the occupied zones of 
Russia. 

In the city of Lwow there were many families with false documentation who had 
escaped from the ghettoes of Tarnow, Krakow or other cities, with some of them we 
had certain sporadic contacts. One afternoon we went out with Dora for a walk at 
the city-center, it was a way to kill time and we became aware that two men were 
following us; when we became sure of that after some turns this way and that, we 

came to the decision that at the next street crossing Dora will start to run to the 

right and I to the left, naturally the two men were no fools, they followed me as 
expected and they grabbed me by the arms saying that they were police and asked for 
the Kenkarte, asking at the same time if I was a Jew, when I told them that I was 
not, they took me to a doorway and let down my trousers, this ended the discussion, 

they said that I had to accompany them to the Gestapo holding me by my arms one on 

each side. 

When we arrived at the gate I made a movement as if entering it, as for 
ornamentation it had a German guard but they held me firmer still and made me 
continue straight ahead, with that I knew that they were false police, they began 
to insist that I take them to the place where I lived and when they had no success 

with that they insisted on making me walk around on the streets, I realized that 

they were looking for somebody. At times while one of them held me firmly by the 
arm the other entered some bar as if looking for somebody (at that time I still had 
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the ghetto mentality, I could have taken advantage of the man by giving him a 
strong blow between the eyes and escape before the other returned, it was already 
dark) . 

It was getting late, curfew began at 10 o'clock and it was already about 9, they 
insisted that I take them to where I lived where I knew that they would find Dora. 
The danger to be stopped by the police for going around late on the street was for 
me only because the others had the easy excuse that they were taking me to hand me 
over; we had earlier succeeded already in getting assigned a room for us in a 
building which we did not use, but we had it for cases of urgency and I decided to 

take them there, they realized that this place was not inhabited, they got busy at 

undressing me, they revised all my clothing, found some money, took it and left, I 
waited for a long while and, already past 10 o'clock I left, walking very carefully 

to avoid patrols, I arrived at home where I found Dora in despair, it was like 

being born anew once more. 

Some days passed and one afternoon when coming home, a lady from a neighboring 
apartment told me that a man was looking for me and that he would return, we 
thought that it could be Maniek, the friend who helped us escape from the ghetto, 
who came sometimes to Lwow accompanying somebody whom he had helped to escape and 
spent the night with us bringing news of my father and Dora's, we waited for him 
all night and as he did not come we convinced ourselves that it could not be him 
but that, in face of the uncertainty, we had to abandon the apartment and once 
again with the help of the wife of the ex-judge we got a room in a house near a 
German military barracks, where the owner was a lady with a daughter of around 20 
or somewhat more. We were permanently living in suspense without knowing whether 
the next day we would see again our people whom we used to meet every day at 
different hours and at different places 

One day we got to know that the German Arbeitsamt (work-office) was employing young 
Polish men to send them to work for the a German State Workers Company, 
"Organizacion Todt" at Dniepropietrowsk in occupied Russia and that the medical 
examination was from the waist up, we also made this known to the two plumber 
friends who escaped the jail, they went on coming visiting us. 

My brother Chamek prepared false papers for them, the problem was that the 
possibility to go to Russia was for men alone, what could be done with the women? 
Some days passed and we without finding the solution Then one afternoon Chamek, 
Mojna Kruger and Heniek (one of the plumbers) were walking on the street on one of 
the avenues and a Gestapo who passed by on a rented horse-car recognized them and 
arrested them and the next day they were taken out of jail on a truck, together 
with other prisoners, they took them to some sand-pits at the outskirts of the city 
and they shot them, we got the information from the plumber who succeeded escaping 
with a bullet in the shoulder. 

With Dora we arrived at the tremendous decision that I should volunteer to go to 
Russia and there try to get some papers so as to 

be able to come for her while she stayed behind in Lwow, the long waits were always 
full of uncertainties. The next morning, before leaving for the city, Dora wrote a 
letter to an ex-maid of theirs, in Tarnow, to send her some news about her father 
who continued in the ghetto and without closing the envelope she left it in the 
room on the table, we left, I went to the Arbeitsamt where they accepted me after a 
medical check-up, everything as expected, from the waist up. Wowek, the second 
plumber from the jail did the same, they accepted both of us. When we returned to 
our room that night we became aware that somebody had entered and had read the 
letter that Dora left by mistake. 

In the living room we found the house lady with her daughter and with a German 
soldier who used to come for visits, from the barracks in front of the house, the 
women began to make allusions and they knew what they were aiming at and finished 
saying that through the letter they were aware that we were Jews and they told it 
also to the German in our presence, but this man did not show any violent reaction, 
made some innocent questions and, as at 10 o'clock he had to be present at the 
barracks, left some minutes before that time, we holed up in our room. We passed 
the night waiting for somebody coming to fetch us but nothing happened. 

Next morning we decided to leave and not come back, again on the drift, without 
knowing where to go, I again sounded the bell at the house of the wife of the ex¬ 
judge and she succeeded in that an acquaintance of her accept Dora for some nights 
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while she obtained some place for us to live, there were three or four days to go 
before my transport to Russia. I decided to sleep at the room we had for 
emergencies but which was already contaminated by the fact that I took there the 
two false police who had arrested me on the street so I did not want to risk Dora 
to come there. 

The girl-friend of Chamek and her sister were also staying on in Lwow, with Dora we 
were meeting on the street and we walked whole days long. 

One day before my parting for Russia when I met Dora she told me that the son of 
the lady of the house where she was staying was a Ucranian police and that he began 
to insist for her to go out with him, I was in despair knowing that I had to leave, 
leaving her abandoned to her luck, the weight we felt in our stomachs when we said 
goodbye was very heavy, we both knew about our intentions but we also knew that 
these could be easily lost in that huge firestorm of the war which was consuming 
us. _ 

PICTURE OF DORA FLUHR. 


_2. R U S S I A _ 

Next morning (I do not remember the date but I think it must have been at the 
beginning of 1943) I reported at the railroad station where I got on the car to 
which I had been assigned and which in a short time filled up with members of the 
group; with me there was Wowek who had been one of the two young plumbers of the 
Lwow jail. Many hours had already passed since the expected hour of departure and 
the train did not leave so we began to get worried; at about four o'clock in the 
afternoon the Gestapo came and we were all taken to their offices where they had us 
isolated and without telling us why we had been brought there. Wowek and I were 
sure that the reason was that they suspected the presence of Jews in the group, but 
it was not that. It happened that some members of the group had arrived at the 
station very early and had left their things at a luggage depot; one of the boys 
had got the news that in Russia there was a scarcity of baking powder and bought 5 
kilos to take along and left them there together with his other belongings; the 
Gestapo had made a revision of the luggage and decided that the powder was an 
explosive; after many hours of interrogating individually all members of the group 
(we were 50), and in view of the insistence of the owner of the powder that it was 
only baking powder, they decided to convoke a Gestapo chemist who, after doing an 
analysis of the material, confirmed that it was baking powder and the owner of the 
stuff ate some of it to convince them that it was not an explosive. At midnight we 
were taken to the station and the train departed with destination Dniepropietrowsk, 
in the occupied Russia, with our hopes that the worst was already over. 

After a few hours of journey I went out to the corridor with the desire of 
stretching my legs (the cars of that time had compartments for about 8 or 10 
passengers in two rows of opposing seats, and a sliding door which opened on the 
corridor), I was approached by a young man who asked me if I did not have a 

cigarette. I did not have any, but his delicate way of asking made me think that he 

might be one like me, in a while a number of Ucranian police got into our car and 
they spent a long time standing before each of us, looking us straight in the eye, 
two of the group who lowered their eyes were taken of the train at the next 
station, one being he who had asked me for the cigarette, and the other was one who 
I thought they were taking by mistake (who knows why he had lowered his eyes?). 
Before the train started there came running one of the police bringing back to the 

train that one whom I supposed had been taken by mistake and asking us if we had 

seen the other, who was a Jew and whom he had left handcuffed in the cell and who 
had escaped; we did not see him again, but if it had been true that he escaped it 
must have been because he had given him something to be let go and the search was a 
show. 

At dawn while we were standing with Wowek in the corridor we were approached by a 
young Pole who had recognized Wowek, both were of the city of Lwow and he knew that 
he knew that Wowek was Jewish and seeing me with him took it for granted that I was 
too and began to threaten us with denouncing us, blackmailing us that if we gave 
him a piece of our outfit he would not do so, but as always, a blackmailer has a 
lot of appetite and he came back every few hours, asking always for something that 
we were wearing, we became aware that once we would have finished off the few 
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pieces of clothing we still had in our backpacks this one was going to turn us in. 
Next morning we decided to try to get lost from the transport once the train was 
inside Russia, so that after the train did enter Russia and stopped at a station, 
we got out of the car walking along the platform, we went to the bathrooms where we 
stayed until the train had left, after that we went to see the station-master who 
was a German and we told him that while we had stepped off the train to look for 
water, the train had left, all this with the hope that he would give us some papers 
which would allow us to continue travelling, in those times one could not simply 
buy a ticket and get on board, the only way to travel was with a written order of 
the occupying army. We had the bad luck that this German was a decent person, he 
felt sorry for our situation, he ordered up something like a small car which moves 
on the rails, (I think it is called a dray) with a motor, we caught up with the 
train, we got past it and at the next station, very contented, he returned us to 
it, one of the few times a German did something decent and he thought he did us a 
favor, but what he really did was harming us, we had no problems with the 
transport-chief, he also swallowed our story of the train losing us but we both 

were really on the edge, we had to get lost from the transport. The next stop was 

at a big station with many platforms, with underground passages; while our train 
was standing, on the other side of the same platform there stopped another one, we 
got off for a walk and found out that both trains were going to leave in about 20 
minutes, but while ours was going straight for Dnietropietrowsk the other was going 
to Kiew, we again went to look for water but when returning, we took the wrong 
train and got on the one heading for Kiew. in a few minutes the train started and 
we had hopes that this time we had really lost the transport. 

We had no idea what we were going to do in Kiew, but at this stage of the events we 
had already learned that it was necessary to think about what to do at the moment 

and in the few following hours and not about what we shell do in a future as far 

away as the next day ; during the long hours of the journey and with stops at a 
number of stations we were expecting that at some moment military police will come 
to check our travel papers but it did not happen. Next day before midday we arrived 
in Kiew and as the fools we were we descended from the train and went straight for 
the exit and when we became aware that there was the German police it was already 
too late, he was standing before me already, asking for my travel papers; at the 
moment the only thing I could do was to stop and turn half around and shout 
"transport f*hrer", transport leader and I explained to the policeman that we were 
with a group to which he answered that we go and look for him and come together 
with the transport leader, probably he is still waiting for us. The station was big 
with many trains and with many people with whom we tried to mix, most were troops; 
once police disappeared from sight we began walking along the rails until we were 
clear of the station. At that moment the problem of the following day did arrive, 
what to do without papers, without local money, without the language, food or a 
place to stay. We knew that the Todt Organization which was in charge of the 
transports (the German state organization which was working for the army) had 
offices at all the stations, to be walking around without any documents was very 
dangerous, given the lot of activity of the Russian partisans because of which the 
Germans were seeing partisans everywhere. 

We did not have many possibilities to choose from, we decided that what was most 
reasonable was to present ourselves at the Todt office and to explain that when we 
returned from looking for water at Schmierenka station by mistake we boarded a 
train which was just starting without observing that it was the wrong one and we 
asked that they give us travel orders for Dniepropietrowsk, with which we could 
obtain dry food rations for three days, which was distributed at the food office of 
the station belonging to the army and besides, for a few days we would stop being 
undocumented and if necessary, we could spend the night at the station. We entered 
the station through the front door, trying to avoid meeting the policeman, we 
located the office and we presented ourselves, inside there was a single man in 
uniform and that was of the Todt Organization, he listened to our story, began to 
ask a lot of questions by which we became aware that he was suspicious of our story 
and when I was already almost convinced that this was going to end badly, another 
uniformed person entered, by the way they greeted each other we knew that they must 
have been companions. The first one made us repeat our story, while the second one 
was listening attentively, when I finished talking he looked us straight in the eye 
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and then said to his companion it's true, I heard at Schmierenka station that they 
were looking for two persons from a transport for Dniepropietrowsk who had lost it, 
he came on the same train. 

This man had been sent by God, we were given travel documents, we could claim our 
rations which were a gray bread for each of us, one piece of butter, a ring shaped 
roll of Polish cold meat, a big piece of meat pie and some other things I do not 
remember, we sat on a bench at a plaza and made a celebration. On a bench nearby 
was sitting an older man of about 50, we of course had 20, when he heard us 
speaking Polish he began to talk to us in Ucranian, which is rather similar to 
Polish, we explained that we came from Poland and were looking for a job, he told 
us that he knew a family which was giving lodging to many Poles who were working in 
Kiew and proposed to us to accompany him to the house of these people, to ask them 
for advice. The owners of the house were a family of about age 40 or less, with 
children, very good people, they told us that they were going to get for us 

addresses of job offers and also offered lodging and when I told them that we did 

not have money to pay them, they told us that it did not matter, we could pay after 

having got a job and that the jobs were for the occupation forces; in those times 
it was not common for anybody to open up so much to unknown people and even less to 
foreigners. We slept in cots in a room together with other four persons, but even 
so we felt as if we were in paradise. 

Two days later our landlady told us that at the Kiew airport of the German air 
force there was a group of Poles who lived there and who were doing work of all 
sorts at the airport, next day we showed up there to speak with the leader of the 
group, he was a Pole of about 35 or 40, tall, handsome, of good manners, nice and 
friendly (it was said that he was a Polish ex-official who had escaped the Gestapo 
in Poland), we told him that we were looking for work, he explained that there was 
a group of some 50 men who were doing different jobs of maintenance, who lived at 
barracks at the airport, used air-force uniforms but without the Nazi insignia, ate 
at the soldiers' mess together with the airmen, received the same rations including 
cigarettes which was an important capital, that they were paid, I do not remember 
how much and though it was he himself who headed the group, it was under the 
command of a German official inspector called Abraham and that this was a very 
difficult man in his the relations to the group, from 18 to 22 p.m. our time was 
free but it was obligatory to be back by 10 and that under these conditions he 
could accept us. Naturally we said yes and next day we began working, we could not 
believe that what was happening to us was true, they gave us lodging at military 
quarters in a hall together with 15 other Poles, in superposed beds; Wowek got the 
bed below and I the upper one. 

When we got our first pay we went to see our initial hosts and we paid our debt, we 
became friends and visited them many times, naturally the airport was outside the 
city and they lived within. Kiew is a big city and an important one. 

Working days went by normally, we were beginning to know the members of the group, 
as in all big groups they were of all kinds, nice people, educated people, vulgar 
people, in our room we had one who was really brutish, occasionally he got drunk, 
the majority was receiving correspondence from Poland, I was naturally cut away 
from the world, the address at Kolejowa 9 of the Jachimowicz I had forgotten. 

Wowek and I felt terribly alone, without knowing what had happened to our people, I 
having left my father in the Tarnow ghetto and Dora in Lwow, the only news of what 
was happening in the world we got through the German news broadcasts according to 
which they were forever victorious. 

More or less one month later small individual Russian planes began to appear at 
nights, planes which bombed the city and the airport, this became a routine of 
nightly visits and though the German artillery was very active I never knew about 
them to have shot down any (I mean the anti-aircraft guns). 

In front of the airport there was a tramway stop which was the last one on the line 
that came from the city and there was always some of them standing there when at 
night some of the Russian planes came, which we called sewing machines because of 
the noise they made; I got out of the airport and entering one of the inactive cars 
went on sleeping. After the second month I decided to try to find some way to get 
papers to be able to go to Poland and Lwow and fetch Dora, though I did not know 
where to find her. 
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I went to look for the leader of the Polish group and told him that I had received 
a letter from my wife and that I needed an urgent permission to be able to travel 
to Poland for 14 days and asked if it was possible to fetch her, the man looked at 
me, he smiled and said that according to my documents I was single, besides no 
leaves were being granted, I tried to explain to him that the papers were wrong, 
using illogical arguments and when he saw my despair he said "I have no more 
questions, I do not have the authority to grant you what you are asking for, but I 
would not oppose it if you went to see inspector Abraham, but do not have any 
illusions". Next day he gave me his permission, after a long wait, I was made me go 
into his office, he was a short guy, lean, his eyes burned you, when I made my 
petition he grabbed me by the neck, took me to the door that he opened, gave me a 
kick and shouted "disappear" and so ended my first desperate effort. 

The days of work and the nights of the sewing machines continued, the nightly 
bombings, even if they were of a single Russian plane were for me a signal of hope 
that somebody was still fighting the Germans. One night while I was in the bathroom 
of our quarters, peeing, there entered the brute of the group, I turned away 
slowly, finished and left, I thought that nothing had happened. Another 15 days had 
passed and I was informed that inspector Abraham had gone to Germany on vacations 
and that he was substituted by another officer, I again went to see the Polish boss 
asking him to allow me to see the replacement with the same request, he told me you 
will be rejected once again, you are asking for something that they do not give, 
but if you want to, try. When I arrived at the command office the officer was not 

there, I was received by a young German woman in uniform, she listened to me with 

attention and said; look, the inspector is not here but if you want to wait for 
him, wait, he will be back in about an hour, I remained waiting, the woman put a 
chair in front of her desk and continued to chat with me, feeling sorry for me 
because of the illness of my wife. When the officer arrived and entered his office, 
she told me to remain seated and that she will talk to him first, after a while she 
came out, she winked at me and took me before him, he looked at me, told me that 
she had already explained to him my problem and that he agreed to give me a travel 
order for 14 days and a note of the air force addressed to the Arbeitsamt 
(placement office) at Lwow for them to give documents to Dora to travel to Kiew to 
be employed in their offices, I think that the woman was something more than just 
his secretary. It seemed to me that I was living one of the tales of the 1000 and 
one nights, I could not believe that what I was hearing was true, when it was 
almost three months that I was at the job the documentation arrived, the Polish 
chief did not believe it until the last moment, he was a very nice guy. 

I thought that to travel to Poland it was convenient to do it in the German 

airforce uniform they had given us instead of civilian clothes, because this 
dissolved all possible doubts about me, so I went to the storehouse for clothing, I 
spoke with the non-com who was in charge, I explained to him that I had got a two 
weeks leave to visit my family in Poland and that I would like to go if possible 
with a new uniform, giving him at the same time a packet of cigarettes which were 
part of our rations (this is what I was referring to when I said that cigarettes 
were an important asset, they were a capital for exchange), he gave me a new one 
with all the insignia of the air force. 

The night before beginning the journey, the brute of the group with whom I was 
living together at the barracks got very drunk, I was already in my bed simulating 
that I was already asleep, when he began to proclaim in a loud voice that I must be 
a Jew, he repeated it constantly while he was shaking my bed and I continued to 
sleep; curiously none of the others made any comments, neither for, nor against me, 
at last he threw himself on his bed and fell asleep, it was obvious that the fact 
that I had turned away when he met me peeing in the bathroom gave him an idea. 

Next morning all of them left for work without any commentaries, I said goodbye to 
Wowek, knowing that I should not come back to this place, which was a pity, because 
the last three months, since I began at this job, I felt much less persecuted, but 
nothing can be done about it, the Poles in general have anti-Semitic in their 
blood, they suck it in with their mothers' milk. 

I went to the station to take the train, with my travel orders for two weeks I 
could claim dry rations for three days every time, at all railway stations there 
always was a place where the army supplied its members with food and this included 
me, before getting on the train I went to the bathroom and put on my new uniform 




Memories 


with the insignia, I thought that I will feel safer this way and in the worst case 
the military police, if there was a control, would oblige me to rip them off. I 
went on the train with my pack where I had a few pieces of clothing and the food 
rations, in the pocket I had my most precious possessions, the travel orders and 
the letter to the Arbeitsamt (placement office) in Lwow. I think the journey lasted 
40 hours, but it seemed endless to me, all travelers were of military transports. 

I arrived at Lwow without inconveniences, the first thing I did was to visit the 
wife of the ex-judge to ask her where Dora could be, but she told me that for two 
months already she had lost all contacts with her, I left in despair, and 
disheartened, without knowing what to do; while I was walking on one of the main 
avenues completely disoriented, I heard some shouts in German, but what would it 
matter to me, who would call me? The shouts became stronger every time, finally I 
turned around to see what was happening and I realized that on the other sidewalk, 
on the other side of the street, there stood a captain of the military police 
shouting at me "You, come here immediately", at that moment I became aware that I 
had the uniform on, I crossed the street running, I stood at attention before him, 
he began to shout at me and calling me names and how it was that I did not know 
that officers must be saluted, the only thing I could answer was forgive me 
captain, I did not see you, he shouted at me, open your eyes, go back 10 steps and 
go by saluting, I did so and he shouted at me ; disappear, which I did. Only after 
having got away from him did I feel that my legs were getting shaky, I felt like a 
piece of rag. 

Very soon I returned to reality, fortunately the captain did not even ask for my 
papers, but as I had already learned that life goes on, I returned to my nightmare, 
what to do, where to look for Dora? I had forgotten the addresses of the Fuchs 
family and of those of the Jachimowicz, I remembered one, a Krakow oculist who was 
in Lwow, with false papers, with his wife, fortunately he still lived there (it was 
normal that people like us changed their dwellings frequently for different 
reasons, mainly for security). 

He told me that Dora's situation became very difficult and that she had returned to 
the Tarnow ghetto. 

For me this was a tremendous blow, all of the three months I have lived in Russia I 
was obsessed with being able to go to Lwow to fetch her and now that I succeeded 
she had returned to the ghetto. 

After a long conversation with this couple I decided to go to Tarnow, to try to 
enter somehow into the ghetto to try to rescue her, I did not know if my father was 
still there. As Tarnow was a small town, most of us knew each other and to avoid 
being recognized the oculist bandaged half my face, together with one eye, and so I 
traveled; I arrived at Tarnow in the morning and I began walking in the city-center 
on Krakowska street, which was one of the main streets of the town, during my walk 
I saw how they lead a group of Jews marching on the street to or from work, among 
there were some of my friends, it is difficult to explain what I felt seeing them, 

I wanted to shout: Look at me, here I am, some of them as they went by looked at 
the wounded soldier and surely they thought, drop dead. My intention was to walk 
around the city until it got dark, to go in the darkness to Pracy street 8 where we 
lived before the war and where I supposed there was still living Juzia Mizera, the 
woman who had worked for more than 20 years at our house, I had sent her from Lwow 
through the mail a letter with a picture of mine in uniform (I do not know now how 
I could commit such a foolhardy act, but she had received the letter without any 
complications). While I was walking through the city I passed the place where my 
grandmother used to live, all the houses of this neighborhood had been demolished 
and a bus-station had been built in their place, I passed the front of the house 
where my sister used to live, the building was still standing, I went to see the 
place where my father's shop used to be, it was closed, I crossed the plaza before 
it, Plac Rybny, to see the place where earlier there stood an important synagogue 
which the Germans had burnt down on November 9, 1939, the four columns of the ark 
which had guarded the Torahs and which survived the fire were still standing as if 
shouting at the sky WHY? Then I passed in front of the school where I used to go 
until 6th grade and also by the front of the house where we had lived at that time. 
I noticed that I was walking like a robot, I saw the places but they did not 
penetrate into me, possibly because I had my mind trying to figure out how to get 
into the ghetto, which I saw from the distance, without going too near. It was 
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almost midday, I felt a strong fatigue and a heavy sleepiness. For a while I sat on 
a bench in front of the school but I realized that I was falling asleep and that 
was dangerous, at the corner there were the military quarters and the military 
police passed by frequently. A crazy idea came to my mind but I had to get 
somewhere to be able to sleep for a while. A block away there stood what had been 
before the war the Hotel Solinger, in the same Goldhamera street, and which had 
been converted by the Germans into a Soldaten Heim, the soldiers' home, mostly for 
soldiers in transit, where they could stay, food was served and there was also a 
hall with something like a cafeteria, the place was attended by army nurses (the 
German Red Croo), many of whom knew me because they used to come to the warehouse 
where I had been working , for the things they needed, and also because the non-com 
of the warehouse often sent me to the Soldaten Heim to fetch beer, but I trusted 
that the bandage on my face would help me. I entered the place, went to the dining 
room, I took a seat at a table, asked for lunch, I ate, and before they could have 
brought the dessert, I propped my head up on the table and fell asleep; at a given 
moment I felt that somebody was touching my shoulder, I opened my only eye which 
was not covered, it took me some seconds to remember where I was, I lifted my head 
and saw before me the head nurse who knew me well, but the bandage was a success, 
she looked at me and said: So young and already wounded, I explained that it had 
been a fragment of a bomb but that it was nothing serious, she offered me to go to 
her room to sleep for a while, I accepted, she accompanied me and left me at the 
room where shortly I fell profoundly asleep, when I awoke I left on the run, 
without thanking her, the night was already falling. 

When I arrived at Pracy street it was dark already, there it was really easy that 
somebody recognize me. 

I knew that Juzia lived in the attic, I was hoping that she might still live there, 
I knocked at the door a few times, but not too loud so as not to alarm the 
neighbors, in a short while I heard that somebody was descending the stairs, 
fortunately no neighbor appeared, Juzia opened the door and seeing the uniform in 
the dark opened her mouth to shout, I covered it with my hands, speaking to her, 

she recognized me and she calmed down, she got crazy with joy to see me. We went 

upstairs to her room, she told me that father was still in the ghetto and that 
every morning he was taken to work at a brush factory in Goldhamera street and that 
she passed by and saw him very frequently, she knew that Dora was back in the 
ghetto and that many of my friends were still there. I explained why I came, that I 
had to get into the ghetto, but for that I needed civilian clothes, we agreed that 
in the morning when they take father to work she will go and see him, to tell him 
that I have come and that next morning he should bring her civilian clothes for me, 
she also told him that at the time when he will be leaving work to go to the ghetto 

I was going to be in front of the factory so that we see each other even at a 

distance. It is difficult to say what I felt seeing my father marching on the 
roadway (Jews were obliged to walk on the roadway) and I on the sidewalk, walking 
in the same direction to see him longer, everything that passed through our heads, 
we were all who had remained of the family. At night I went again to Juzia's home, 
both nights she slept on the floor and I in the one bed she had, there was no way 
to convince her to do it the other way. Next day she went to see father to fetch 
the civilian clothes that father had asked my friends for, I spent all day at home, 
without going out, so as to avoid being seen by somebody and so not complicate 
things for her. When it got dark, dressed in civilian clothes, I went walking to a 
street that bordered on the ghetto, it was the one that seemed to me the calmest 
and less illuminated, I chose a place which seemed to be the most appropriate and I 
introduced myself into the ghetto over the fence, father and Dora were waiting for 
me at the doorway of the building where they lived, I arrived without coming to the 
attention of anybody, I had left the uniform at the home of Juzia. 

We were hugging each other in silence, for a long time none of us could utter a 
word, then they told me that many who had escaped with false documents were 
returning to the ghetto, because of the strong persecution by the Catholics; I must 
be sincere about this, there were a few who tried to help, very few 
disinterestedly, another few for money or possessions, but the great majority were 
first anti-Semites and secondly anti-German, to denounce a Jew was more important 
than fighting the German invader, they also told me that those of the Gestapo were 
aware of this situation through informers within the ghetto, who also existed, and 
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that sometimes they came to the ghetto and arrested those who had returned. For all 
this we decided that I hide in the attic of the building while I was staying in the 
ghetto, Dora and father spent with me all the time they could, we spoke a lot, I 
explained to them why I had come, I wanted them both to escape with me. Dora still 
had her father in the ghetto, her mother and the two brothers had already been 
taken away, and he opposed her escaping with me once again; I went to see him, I 
tried to convince him, I explained that I had a possibility to take her to Russia, 
but nothing could be done, he persisted in saying that she was the only one left to 
him. 

Neither was I successful in convincing father to escape with me, he was already 
resigned, knew all the truth about what had happened to mother, Hania, Chamek, 
Marylka, my niece who had been taken away together with my maternal grandmother, he 
did not have anything in his life to fight for, he insisted that I escape alone 
. At that time there still lived in the ghetto a rabbi, father was a believer and 
when I insisted, he proposed to go and consult him, it was the only thing that 
remained to be done, we went and the rabbi, after listening to us and thinking, he 
said: you young man return to Russia and you father, stay here. The decision was 
lapidary. After having spent nine days in the ghetto fighting tooth and nail for 
the two of them to come with me I had failed with both, at nightfall I said goodbye 
to them, with the feeling that I shall not see them again, it is impossible to 
describe the moment of departing. 

I looked for a place more accessible for mounting the wall and to jump to the other 
side of the fence that separated the ghetto from the rest of the city and I did so 
at the moment which seemed the most appropriate to me, just when I had jumped and 
touched the ground, on the corner there appeared the outline of a Polish policeman 
(the immediate neighborhood of the fence was always well lit), it is possible that 
he did not see me jump but I am sure that he did hear the sound of it, the night 
was very quiet. When passing him I recognized him, we called him golden teeth 
because he had one at the foremost part of his mouth, he also knew me because 
before the war he used to come to the shop of my parents, he did not say anything 
and I did not greet him, each of us followed his way, I do not know if he had 
recognized me or not. With a deep sorrow I went to Juzia's home, I told her of the 

lack of success I had in the ghetto with my father and with Dora, I put on the 

uniform, took my leave from her (I felt her as one of the family), for the sake of 
safety I put on once again the bandage over half my face and went walking in the 
darkness of the night to the railroad station which was at the other end of the 
town some three kilometers away from our former home. Streets were completely 
deserted and though I knew all the places where I walked, I passed them without 
seeing them, nothing was important any more. 

I felt as if I were a robot, as we would say it nowadays, generally. I tried to 
avoid those places where I supposed that I would find military police, but this 
time I did not even think of it, it was by pure chance that I did not meet any. I 

arrived at the station, went to the Verpflegungsstelle of the army, received my 

food rations for the next three days, looked up the time of departure of the next 
train for my return journey to Russia, all these as an automaton without giving 
them any thought. 

At 2 a.m. the train arrived, I got on and found a seat, it departed in a few 
minutes and I fell asleep sitting, when I awoke day was already breaking, at that 
moment I began to return to reality, I became aware that my visit at the ghetto had 
not been a dream, but what to do now, where to go? I had a dialogue with myself, to 
the airport of Kiew I could not return. 

At mid-morning the train arrived at Lwow, I decided to interrupt the journey and to 
spend the rest of the day walking the streets with the hope of finding some 
acquaintance or any of the Jachimowitz or Fuchs, whose addresses I had still not 
remembered, I had no luck, at nightfall I returned to the station, I waited for the 
train to Russia and I took it, I felt very tired but the fact of not knowing what 
to do in the following few hours, kept me awake, it is very difficult to describe 
what one feels at these moments, one knows that life is permanently at stake but 
one does not attach any value to it, but still one has one's perception of danger 
and conservation permanently awake, it is like having one's radar continuously 
functioning. 
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Next day in the morning the train stopped in Russia at Schmierenka station, a big 
one, where the last time we succeeded in abandoning the transport to 
Dniepropietrowsk and took the train to Kiew. I got off the train, it was a small 
town, the station was big because it was a junction for many branch lines, walking 
down main street I saw a big house of a ground floor only with a sign in German 
which read: Walter Schifler, Constructions, I did not even notice that in front of 
it there was the town's military command, the quarters of the German Red Cross 
(nurses) and the military police, I was attracted by the sign of the construction 
company, I thought that perhaps I could get a job. I entered, asked for the 
manager, they made me pass to an office where he received me, he was a man of about 
40 and some years, short, friendly and educated. I explained to him that though I 
was wearing the air force uniform I was a Pole, that I was working at the Kiew 
airport, I showed him my documentation and I told him that I would like to switch 
jobs. 

He on his part told me that the company belonged to the "Todt Organization" which 
belonged to the state, that they were a group of some 12 persons who worked as 
foremen, that the workers were either Jews from the ghetto (there existed a ghetto) 
or Russian prisoners of war or of the civilian population, the work they were doing 
was for the railroad of the occupation forces, he asked me if I under stood 
construction blueprints, I said not much but if I studied them I would get along. 

He told me that there was a possibility, but that I should come back in two hours 
and that his name was Alois Altmayer, we left his office together, he crossed the 
street and went into the command building and I began walking, to while away the 
two hours, I figured that he had gone to consult what to do with me and also 
thought that when he returned, he might be accompanied by someone to examine my 
story, because the Russian Partisans were very active but nothing happened, when he 
returned and I saw him alone in his office I was greatly relieved. He explained the 
conditions; the whole group of 12 ere Germans of different ages, from 20 to around 
60 years, they were all unfit for military duty, the company provided lodging and 
nourishment, all within the same building, they would pay me the same as they did 
to the Germans which in my case would amount to more, because in my case they would 
not make deductions for Social Services, I could begin immediately and so I did; 
when the others returned from work he introduced me to them, apart of the 12 
Germans there was another Pole who a few weeks later left the job, I think he must 
have been someone like me. I had to share a room with three Germans, two were of 
about my age, one of them was disabled, he had a problem with one of his arms, the 
other looked healthy and the third one was of about 45 years of age, sickly, nice, 
the rest of the group with the exception of two who had a capacity to give orders 
were very simple people without much education, they all used the Todt 
Organization's olive-green uniforms and they all were armed, many times they 
entrusted me with the guns, especially when we had prisoners of war for laborers, 
we had to take them out of their camp and return them after work. 

The reason why Altmayer needed somebody who understood drawings was that he had 
been given a huge prefabricated barracks destined to be an engine house and he did 
not have anybody to raise it. 

Very soon I became part of the group and without any major problems. Altmayer 
introduced me to the German managers of the local railroad station, on whom our 
work depended, we quickly became friends, on the evenings Altmayer insisted that I 
join them at the military canteen to drink beer, for me it was difficult to finish 
off a single jug, they soaked it up as if they had been sponges; I paid the bills 
and the company reimbursed me. A few days later I began to construct the shed, it 
was huge, it had to be mounted on a foundation of pillars sunk into the ground 
which had to jut out from the floor every second one 30 cms and the other one 50 
cms, when I already had all the foundation pillars in place I realized that the 
drawing was mistaken and that they all had to have the same height above the floor, 

I corrected it. 

On some occasions I had Russian prisoners of war for workmen, I felt always unhappy 
being armed and having to give them orders, I tried to give them the best treatment 
possible, each second or third day I accompanied two or three of them to the market 
where they bought food for the whole group, this was not permitted but it never 
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caused me any trouble, but one day I was forbidden to do this, I think it was 
because of a complaint of the military police. The prisoners treated me as if I 
were a German, even though they knew that I was a Pole; I understood their 
attitude; at other times I had civilians workers, young people of both sexes, my 
relationship to them was generally good, I asked them to try to carry out the job 
to avoid problems for all of us. Schmierenka belonged to the Romanian occupation 

zone and they had a few soldiers in the town but in practice everything of 

importance was handled by the Germans. The ghetto was under Romanian command, 
though it was surrounded by barbed wire with a single gate, it was unguarded. 

The worst part for me was when I had Jews from the ghetto as workers, it was a 

problem for me to command them, to give them orders to work. One day in the work 

group from the ghetto there appeared a Polish boy who came from the same transport 
as I, from Lwow with the Todt Organization, to Dniepropietrowsk, he escaped and 
decided to go to the ghetto in Schmierenka, we exchanged some few words without 
ever touching this subject fully, the ghetto was managed by a local Jewish doctor 
with whom I established a fluid relationship when asking daily for workers for the 
company, without going any further than necessary. 

I also made a near friendship with a boy from the ghetto who came daily with the 
workers' detail, I always as a Polish Catholic, I do not know what he would think 
of it all, I was very hungry for news of what was happening in the world, one day 
he told me that in the ghetto he had a radio and at 9 o'clock p.m. he used to 
listen to the BBC of London and he invited me to listen in, I went lots of times. I 
continued to raise the shed, Altmeyer behaved very well to me, he gave me many 
extra things like a one pound piece of bacon, money to spend at the canteen, and 
when he went to Germany for anything, he brought me new clothes as a present. 

I think it was already the second half of the year 1943 when the shed was almost 
finished that there came an order to dismantle it and send it to Germany and so it 
was done. From then on, my work was to direct the reparations of railroad lines, of 
the unloading of coal from the railroad wagons, to clean the railroad lines from 
snow, the workers were almost always from the ghetto, among them a nice girl of my 
age, she was called Sara, she gave me trouble because she incited people not to 
work, how I understood her and admired her, but for me it was a problem, I tried to 
find a way to solve it without doing her any harm, so that one afternoon after work 
I went to the ghetto to the doctor's office who was in charge I explained the 
problem to him asking him to talk to her and help me not to complicate things. The 
doctor sent for her and when she came, he repeated to her what I had said and 
without listening to her gave her a slap on the face, I would have liked the earth 
to swallow me, the girl began to cry and so everything ended, but third day I 
accompanied two or three of them to the market where they bought food for the whole 
group, this was not permitted but it never caused me any trouble, but one day I was 
forbidden to do this, I think it was because of a complaint of the military police. 
The prisoners treated me as if I were a German, even though they knew that I was a 
Pole; I understood their attitude; at other times I had civilians workers, young 
people of both sexes, my relationship to them was generally good, I asked them to 
try to carry out the job to avoid problems for all of us. Schmierenka belonged to 
the Romanian occupation zone and they had a few soldiers in the town but in 
practice everything of importance was handled by the Germans. The ghetto was under 
Romanian command, though it was surrounded by barbed wire with a single gate, it 
was unguarded. 

The worst part for me was when I had Jews from the ghetto as workers, it was a 
problem for me to command them, to give them orders to work. One day in the work¬ 
group from the ghetto there appeared a Polish boy who came from the same transport 
as I, from Lwow with the Todt Organization, to Dniepropietrowsk, he escaped and 
decided to go to the ghetto in Schmierenka, we exchanged some few words without 
ever touching this subject fully, the ghetto was managed by a local Jewish doctor 
with whom I established a fluid relationship when asking daily for workers for the 
company, without going any further than necessary. 

I also made a near friendship with a boy from the ghetto who came daily with the 
workers' detail, I always as a Polish Catholic, I do not know what he would think 
of it all, I was very hungry for news of what was happening in the world, one day 
he told me that in the ghetto he had a radio and at 9 o'clock p.m. he used to 
listen to the BBC of London and he invited me to listen in, I went lots of times. I 
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continued to raise the shed, Altmeyer behaved very well to me, he gave me many 
extra things like a one pound piece of bacon, money to spend at the canteen, and 
when he went to Germany for anything, he brought me new clothes as a present. 

I think it was already the second half of the year 1943 when the shed was almost 
finished that there came an order to dismantle it and send it to Germany and so it 
was done. From then on, my work was to direct the reparations of railroad lines, of 
the unloading of coal from the railroad wagons, to clean the railroad lines from 
snow, the workers were almost always from the ghetto, among them a nice girl of my 
age, she was called Sara, she gave me trouble because she incited people not to 
work, how I understood her and admired her, but for me it was a problem, I tried to 
find a way to solve it without doing her any harm, so that one afternoon after work 
I went to the ghetto to the doctor's office who was in charge. I explained the 
problem to him asking him to talk to her and help me not to complicate things. The 
doctor sent for her and when she came, he repeated to her what I had said and 
without listening to her gave her a slap on the face, I would have liked the earth 
to swallow me, the girl began to cry and so everything ended, but something did 
change, the days that followed our relationship was different, as if the barrier of 
anger on her part would have disappeared. 

Work schedule was from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m., in many cases I offered them to work on a 
piecework basis, telling them that when they were finished they could go to their 
homes, often they had finished by 2 or 3 o'clock. My relationship with Sara was 
getting better, I began to meet her at the ghetto's door at nightfall and we went 
walking at the town's outskirts, I had so much desire to tell her who I was, one 
day I gave her a kiss and she asked me why 

I had done it and I said because I felt like it, it seems that my fear that if I 
told her who I was she would comment it to somebody, out of happiness or any other 
reason was stronger than my desire and the poor girl never knew the truth. 

It is very difficult to live a number of years with false documents completely 
alone, without being able to tell anybody the truth. After I had begun to work at 
the Walter Schifler company in Schmierenka among the Germans, I never again felt 
the anxiety about being discovered as a Jew like I always used to feel among the 
Poles. When I left Kiew to go to Poland, I do not know where, I got infected by 
lice at my pubic hair and however much I washed and rubbed myself it was useless, I 
could not get rid of them; the Germans had at every station special baths with 
treatments to eliminate them, but for that, one had to present oneself naked before 
a sanitation employee, so that this was out of the question. At a drugstore in 
Poland I had bought a number of liquids to eliminate them and when I started at 
Schmierenka I used them for a number of days, one had to apply them to the infected 
places for about 10 minutes, which were like 10 hours, because the liquid caused a 
tremendous heat on the skin (it seemed to be made more for horses than for 
persons), which was made more bearable by bathing but it was effective, I got rid 
of the lice. 

I think it was during the last quarter of the year 1943 that one could begin to see 
many military transports that came from the interior of Russia and traveled in the 
direction of Poland, they were escaping because the Russian advance had begun and 
so one morning Altimeter announced to us that the company had decided to transfer 
to its central headquarters in Saarbrucken, in Germany, as soon as there was a 
railroad car available. 

The owner of the company Walter Schifler himself had visited us a few times in 
Schmierenka, he was a military officer, inspector of I do not know what, an 
unpleasant guy, the memory I have of him is that on each occasion that he came, he 
got drunk. 

Some days later there appeared at the station an empty freight train, to evacuate 
the company and the Germans; a car was assigned to us, I think I could have 
escaped, but even to this day I do not know why I had not attempted it, a little 
before the train started 

I saw Sara in the distance who came to see me off. The ghetto was, the Germans were 
busy with their evacuation and the Romanians did not make a problem of anything. 
Because of the Germans already dynamited many bridges, the train, instead of going 
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straight to Poland, took a roundabout way through Bessarabia in Romania, there were 
many long stops because railroad traffic was very intense and we had to wait for 
the tracks to be free. _ 

PICTURED IN GERMAN UNIFORM - 

In 1943 during the journey from Kiew to Lwow and later to Tarnow looking for Dora 
_3. G E R M A N Y_ 

After a journey of approximately a week, we arrived at the town of Saarbr* cken, 
Germany; we got off the train and went to the central offices of the company, which 
was being managed by the wife of the owner, who continued somewhere in Russia. At 
the administration building there worked two local ladies, there was a central 
building of three floors, the ground floor was taken up by the offices of the 

administration, on the higher floors there lived the family of the owner, they had 

a son and a daughter of about 8 or 10 years old, at the highest level there lived 
two young girls who were the housemaids. Behind the building there was another 
construction, with a number of rooms, one of them on the first floor they gave to 
me alone. Poles who were working in Germany had to use a letter P on their lapels, 
of about 5 cms high, and they had to sleep at a camp. 

Altmayer obtained a permission of the Labor Ministry for me not to use the letter P 
and to live at his home in a suburb of Saarbrcken, the company had a number of 
greenhouses at his central building where they were growing plants, for a while I 
worked provisionally there. 

Altmayer's house was a nice chalet, he lived there with his wife, a daughter called 
Hilde of my age, a son Werner some 5 years younger, he gave me a room to sleep in 

for me alone. In the mornings I accompanied him to work in his car and returned 

with him in the same way, I ate at their table. 

The family treated me very well, as if I had been one of them, with Hilde I got on 
very well too, weekends we went out for a walk the two of us, at nights they left 
us alone until late. 

One day when we returned from work I found the dining room prepared as for a 
reception, with the table laid, cookies, a cake, drinks and the house full of the 
aroma of freshly prepared coffee, this was an important event because during the 
war real coffee was scarce in Germany, they used substitutes. When we got to the 
table I was told that this was to celebrate my birthday, I had not even remembered, 
they knew it from my papers, it was a very nice gesture, I think it was for the 
first time ever that I had celebrated my birthday. 

In December 1943 the whole group of 12 who had come from Russia was transferred to 
the town of Saargemund in Lorraine, which the Germans had annexed to Gernany, 
before that it had been France, it was near Saarbrucken, if I remember well, at a 
distance of some 50 kms. They put us up in one of the waiting rooms of the station 
where we all settled in that big hall, we were given food coupons like the ones the 
civilian population had with which we could eat at restaurants or buy things at the 
groceries. Altmayer continued in Saarbrucken but came once a week, at each visit he 
brought me an extra card of coupons for food or for clothes. 

Our work was under the direction of the railroad management, construction and 
reparation of the tracks; we were the foremen, as for workers we were given 
foreigners who were doing forced labor or Germans who formerly had worked at the 
factories. At this stage of the war the Allied bombing raids were already routine 
visits, they came massed for carpet bombings, of the station, of the tracks and 
above all of what they considered military targets; what they destroyed at night we 
tried to repair during the day. Among our group which had come from Russia there 
was one of my age, he was of the Lorraine, we became friends. Though he was a 
German, he told me during our conversations that he considered himself a Frenchman, 
his name was George, in general the majority of the population of the annexed zones 
considered itself French. 

As it was not very agreeable to live in a waiting hall of the station where we 
slept on mattresses laid on the floor, George settled in a small boarding house 
called Le Cigogne, a room for him and one for me, food included. The owners were a 
married couple, with a daughter of our age called Madelen Laurange, his fiance, had 
been enrolled into the German army and had been taken prisoner of war in Russia, we 
became good friends of the family and in our free time we spent lots of hours in 
conversation. 
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At around the first days of January 1944 Altmayer informed me that it was necessary 
to regularize my situation with the Todt Organization and that for this I had to 
travel to the central offices of the organization in Berlin, where I arrived after 
a long journey by train and where I saw, with much joy on my part, many bombed out 
buildings, because of the Allied aviation which made regular nightly visits in 
waves of hundreds of aircraft. The central offices of the Todt Organization were 
really a big group of buildings and courtyards, this German organization was 
functioning perfectly, wherever I presented myself they already knew of my arrival, 
they assigned me a room in one of their hotels and I began my proceedings in a big 
number of offices which were in a row one after another, I must have passed through 
at least 10, at last I arrived at one where the girl who attended to me said: here 
you have finished your proceedings, enter through this door, undress and then go 

into the doctor's office for your medical checkup and at the exit you will be given 

your uniform and all the documentation, tomorrow you will be taking the train back 
to Saarbr*cken. I had not expected a medical check-up, I felt that this was the 
end, I looked at the door at my side and thought, I shall enter OK but what will I 
do to come out too? Nothing could be done, I followed the instructions and entered, 
I undressed and went into the doctor's office all resigned. The doctor, after 
making a number of routine questions, began to revise me, when he spoke to me he 

mixed in some questions in Polish, with an accent of Silesia,this only increased my 

preoccupation, at last he made a detailed revision of my penis for venereal 
disease, he gave me the signed papers and old me that I could retire; I thought 
that I was hearing something impossible, I dressed, I was given my uniform, the 
whole time thinking that at some door somebody will be waiting for me, there was 
nobody. I went to the hotel, it was the night already, I went to my room exhausted 
and threw myself on the bed, excited and trying to figure out what had happened, if 
it was real or a dream, I fell asleep. 

I was awakened by the sirens sounding air-attack, the deafening noise of many 
aircraft, explosions of bombs and antiaircraft fire. It was 1 a.m., everybody was 
running to the shelters and I, with my unreasonable reasoning, sat down in the 
courtyard to look at the sky, I did not want to lose the spectacle of seeing how 
German soil was becoming devastated and I thought in what way a miracle could 
happen if one of these planes would descend to take me way, not for a moment did I 
think about the danger from the bombs, these were ours, they will not hurt me, how 
naive I was! In the morning I took the train and returned to Saargemund, our jobs 
continued to be the same, to repair what had been bombed, so that the trains could 
circulate; if the damage was great, beside the foreign workmen they also sent us 
Germans from the nearby factories. 

One afternoon when I had returned from work, I was informed at the station that two 
policemen had come asking for me and that they had left me a citation for next day, 
this made me uneasy, but then I thought that if it were something very serious 
instead of summoning me, they would have waited for me, this let me sleep 
peacefully. 

Next morning I presented myself at the police station with much anxiety, they 
received me well, it happened that a few days earlier a Russian worker who had been 
assigned to us asked me to exchange a nice pair of boots for my shoes, paying him 
some marks for the difference and as the boots were so nice and much like what the 
German officers were using, I accepted and we made the swap, but what I had not 
known was that he had stolen the boots in a bombed out house and as the declaration 
of the Russian coincided with mine, they gave it for accepted, I returned the 
boots, I recovered my shoes, but nobody could compensate me for the fright and 
anxiety I felt until I knew what it was all about. 

Nothing special happened until about the middle of the year 1944 when there began 
the talk about the possible Allied invasion of France, but nobody knew where or 
when. 

On June 7th 1944 the news broadcast made a brief commentary that on the 6th there 
occurred an Allied intent to disembark in Normandy but that the German defenses 
were eliminating the troops that had landed, after that the information about what 
was happening became very scarce, for a few days they were repeating that German 
defenses were mopping up the remnants of the invasion troops, but as the weeks 
passed by rumors were growing, the newspapers were giving very limited information, 
we were practically ignoring the truth. The Allied bombings became still more 
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intense and massive, they came in waves, during the day and the night, many times 
each day, often hundreds of planes flew by over us to attack at some other place. 
Military bulletins spoke more and more often of strategic retreats of the German 
troops, my hopes were growing, France was getting liberated. With George we moved 
into the same room, as his family was living in Lorraine at some weekends he went 
to visit them and brought us news about how the war was going. 

Almost every night I was dreaming about my relatives and about Dora, and although 
when I awoke I was content of having seen them, it was very depressing to know that 
it had been only a dream. 

I began to write a diary: 

]p Saturday, Sept/16/44 

At 5 o'clock in the afternoon I returned from work, my friend George had left for 
visit to his family so that I am alone with my thoughts, lying on the sofa it 
occurred to me to write a diary, I think because I do not have anybody to tell 
about what I feel, this is a great weight for me, in truth I feel a deep nostalgia 
for my people. Is there anything in the world that could cause more pain than the 
nostalgia for your family, of whom I have no news, for the last 16 months, during a 
war as terrible as this one? Whom does one love more than anything else in the 
world? I think one's family, the paper accepts anything so I write, this may 
alleviate me. I look at the clock, it is 8 p.m. and remember that one night at 8 
p.m. I told Dora that if ever we were separated, for motives alien to us, at 8 p.m. 
think of me and I shall think of you, but can these words still have some meaning, 
after two so terrible years? 

I am afraid of the answer. 

]p Sunday, Sept/17/44 9, 30 a.m. 

I slept the whole night long without interruptions, lately this does not happen 
very often to me, I dreamed of my mother and of my brother whom I had loved and 
still love them so much even though I know that I shall never see them again 
because they are not in this world any more, but I will never forget what caused 
their deaths. 

I just came back from a tea-room where I had a coffee with some cookies, today I 
have my free day, off from work, the day is gray and there is a light rain, the day 
fits my mood. I am writing these lines sitting at the small table of our room, 
above which there is a frame with a drawing copied from a photo of Dora, whom I 
miss so much and which causes me much anxiety, it was drawn for me by a Jewish 
worker in Schmierenka, in Russia, from the only picture I still had of her, in the 
corners of the frame I have put two small photos of mine, one is from the time when 
I did not yet know what it meant to lose parents, brothers, our home, to lose 
everything that was dear to me, at its side there are two other frames with 
pictures of me, one made in Lwow in May 1943, when I traveled there on leave from 
Kiew and the other one which taken of me here, two months ago. 

Today I am standing alone in this terrible world, physically healthy and free of 
problems of subsistence, but morally so devastated that it can be understood only 
by somebody who had lived through something similar. I do not know what I shall do 
the whole day long today, probably I shall go to Saarbr* cken for some of my things 
I still have at the central offices of the company. 

]? Monday, Sept/18/44 9, 10 a.m. 

I am at home, I have left work because I have to go to the dentist because of a 
toothache, one of the molars where I had a caries, which had been fixed by Dr. 
Steiner four years ago in Tarnow. Last night I had two dreams, in the first one I 
saw my sister Hania, we were looking for an apartment, I cannot remember any more 
of it, in the second one I was presenting myself at some labor-camp where there 
were also my friends from family and school, looking at the dormitory where I too 
had to sleep, iron beds with straw instead of a mattress, I felt nostalgia for the 
bed which I was then using. The day was overcast, each day bringing its news, I 
think the war is nearing its end, I would like so much to live the day when peace 
will reign again in the world, will this desire come true? I put my faith in God, 
who has guided me until today through a world in flames, for my own good. 

My companions who were natives of this border region commented today that they 
thought that their families must have been evacuated because American troops had 
crossed the river which flows in the proximity. Everybody is curious about what 
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will happen in the next few days. I have to put on my holiday uniform, what I have 
on now is the one for work, to go to the dentist. 

]p Monday, Sept/18/44 11,40 a.m. 

I am just back from the dentist, he extracted my tooth, I consented to it against 
my wish but what could I do, he told me that at the roots there were sacks of pus, 
from his face I deduced that that was a story he repeated to all his patients like 
me, when it was out already I looked at it while he was looking it over, there were 
no signs of pus, it is over now, the doctor must have been right, the tooth was 
sick, I do not think that today I will return to work any more. 

Tuesday, Sept/19/44 8,10 p.m. 

The morning was overcast, it got better at about 10, the sky cleared up and the 
sun began to shine as if it were midsummer. In the afternoon, before 3 o'clock, 
there was an anti-aircraft alarm which lasted until 4, the day went by without 
anything new. At dawn I suddenly awoke from a dream without realizing where I was, 

I had dreamt that I was walking home and on the street I met Dora which made me 
very happy, when I opened my eyes I felt a strong pain inside me, I had to make an 
effort to realize where I was, in my head the different towns Saarbr* cken, 

Saargemund and Tarnow were doing rounds but I could not place them where they 
belonged or what they had to do with me. I felt dejected when I realized that it 
had only been a dream. Every night I begged God to be able to see her, even if it 
was only in dreams. Now I am with George in our room, he brought up the landlady's 
coffee, he is very contented because he will not have to mend his socks any more, 
it will be done for him by the woman who was washing our laundry, I do my own 
mending, I had learned it when I was still at home, now I have also learned to wash 
my laundry in cold water and hang it up for drying over the stove, I was doing it 
already when I was living at the waiting room of the station. Now I will eat 
dinner, though I am not hungry at all, but there is sweet coffee, bread, butter, 
jam, cold cuts and pears which I had pulled from a tree during the last air-raid 
alarm, then I shall go to sleep. The war communique, informed about American troops 
landing in Holland. 

]? Wednesday, Sept/20/44 9 p.m. 

I am just back from walking on the streets, to kill time, George was with me but 
went upstairs earlier, now I am lying on the bed reading a book. The day was cloudy 
and it was only at late afternoon that the sky cleared up, during the night I had a 
number of dreams but I don't remember any of them. The day had gone by without 
anything new, I am going to sleep. 

]? Thursday, Sept/21/44 6, 30 p.m. 

Last night I dreamt of my parents and my brother, we were making some trials with 
explosives, I do not much know what it was all about but I saw them so clearly that 
it made me happy when I got awake, at least in this way I could see them, I have no 
picture of theirs. George went to the barber's, I am alone, my thoughts were with 
Dora, looking at her picture I can see that beloved smile on her mouth that kissed 
me so often and which I had kissed with so much ardor, the eyes that always looked 
at me full of love. 0 God, will it ever be my lot sometimes in the future to spend 
with her, if it cannot be more, at least a day of my life? I remember her last 
words which she pronounced when we were already saying us good bye and I was to 
going to set out for Russia and I asked her that each night she look at the stars 
of the Big Dipper in the sky and I promised that I will do the same, that this was 
going to be our way of communicating with each other and she answered: what you 
just said are words that are sacred to me; I strongly believe that if she is alive 
she would never break the word she gave, but it is this uncertainty whether she 
does live that is such a constant torture to me, she is all the hope that was left 
to me for the rest of my life. 

There are American planes at this moment flying over our town, the anti-aircraft 
guns are firing away, the lady who owns the place had gone to the shelter, all this 
does not have any effect on me. The war bulletin gives the news that the town of 
Nancy had been occupied by American troops. 

]p Friday, Sept/22/44 2,10 p.m. 

After 12 o'clock at midday, sirens were announcing an air attack, the Allied planes 
attacked in our town the anti-aircraft gun emplacements, at about 2 p.m. we were on 
our way to our place of work but the sirens began to scream once again announcing 
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raids, my companions went to a shelter, George too, I do not know if the day will 
bring along some news. 

]p Friday, Sept/22/44 10 p.m. 

The air-raid alarm lasted the whole afternoon, there was a continuous activity 
above us by fighter planes. I went with George to the movies, they gave a love 
story, during which I felt my loneliness more than ever. On our way home we 
remembered our experiences in Russia, most of them were agreeable, it is now 10,05 
p.m., I am going to sleep. 

]p Monday, Sept/25/44t 11,20 a.m. 

We interrupted our work due to the anti-aircraft alarms, I took advantage of it 
and went home, the Allied air-squadrons were over-flying the town at a very low 
height, taking advantage of the cloudy skies, the roar of their motors makes one 
feel afraid, last night I did not dream anything. I think I have an inflammation in 
my jaw-bone, I had allowed my tooth to be pulled uselessly, thinking that the pain 
was from there. One can still hear the roar of the planes flying overhead. Mondays 
our boss used to come from Saarbr* cken with his car, I thought about returning with 
him to go and see in Saarbr* cken the dentist of our health insurance, but I doubt 
that he will come, because of the alarms. The air defense begins to fire again, it 
is also beginning to rain once more as it did almost the whole week, radio 
announces new air attacks directed at us. 

]? Tuesday, Sept/26/44 2 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed once again that I was at home, I saw mother, my sister Hania 
and her husband Manek, Hania was sewing a dress for a client who had sent her, 
through Manek, a piece of cloth. At 

7,10 a.m. I traveled to Saarbriicken, to the central office of our company, where 
they filled in a form which let me see the dentist of our health insurance. The 
dentist received me with a sour face, complaining that while everybody was already 
leaving she had to stay on, she brushed on a local medication on my gum, this 
problem was a repetition of something which I had already had when I was at home 
and which got repeated almost every year. I returned to Saargemund in the car of 
our boss, I did not return to work and I had no idea whether I would go tomorrow. 

The dentist had prescribed rest, I have to return on Thursday for another 
pincelling. 

]p Wednesday, Sept/27/44 12,35 p.m. 

Once again I was dreaming about being at home in our house of Tarnow, while I was 
walking on the street with my brother we were approached by a man who lived on 
Urszulanska street, demanding that we go to work for him, we answered that we were 
already working for the war industry, this did not cause any impression on him and 
continued to insist with his demand, I woke up startled, I must have dreamt 
something more but I cannot remember what, I think I also saw mother. I did not go 
to work today, I am at home now and washing my mouth, I am feeling better, during 
the night there were two pre-alarms, but neither I nor George had heard them, there 
were aircraft flying overhead, as they do at this moment too, today this is the 
second alarm already, air defense is shooting. George came back home, I have not 
read today's paper yet, I think my occupation today will be reading a book, 
logically in German. 

]? Thursday, Sept/28/44 9, 20 p.m. 

Yesterday I had a bad dream, I was at some place where the Allied planes were 
dropping bombs made of glass, the air was full of glass-dust, I found refuge in a 
shop, then I was travelling in a sulky together with uncle Karol, there was also a 
third person, I think it was George, while we traveled we noticed that the fighter 
planes were flying very low, following the terrain, I jumped from the carriage, I 
threw myself on the floor on my stomach, suddenly I saw that the pilots were 
jumping from the planes with revolvers in their hands, they shot at everybody who 
was in their way, they were running forwards, also shooting at people who were in 
the carriages, they passed me running, they saw me lying on my stomach, I heard a 
shot at my side, I lifted my eyes and saw a military nurse and some members of the 
Todt Organization who took me along with them, they stole my jacket with my 
documents and my cap too, I recovered everything. I woke up, looking at the watch I 
saw that it was past 6 a.m. already, we both got up quickly and began to dress, it 
looked queer to us how quickly the night had passed, while I was putting on my 
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trousers I again looked at the clock, it was 12,40 a.m., without understanding what 
was happening I told George, he also looked at his watch and verified it, we had 
both been wrong, when I awoke it was 12,30 a.m. and not after 6 a.m., we gladly 
returned to sleep. 

Today I went to Saarbriicken to see the dentist and to the clothing depository of 
the Todt Organization, where I was given a new overcoat as part of the uniform, I 
returned at 8 p.m. There were a lot of pre-alarms today, and one antiaircraft 
alarm, it is now 9,50 p.m., George is in bed already, I shall imitate him. 

]p Friday, Sept/29/44 10,45 p.m. 

This night I did not dream of anything, during the day we had three alarms, at 
night some neighbors came to our room and the landlady with her daughter, we played 
different games, I won 13 marks, I promised that we will spend the money all of us 
together the day after, while we played and when each of us had to choose a 
character, we were interrupted by a new alarm, we went all to the shelter (which 
was not very usual in my case) and continued playing, it was rather funny. When the 
alarm was over, we went to our rooms. George has already gone to bed but I do not 
want to, without writing my diary. I am constantly thinking of Dora and of a 
soldier whom I saw yesterday on the tramway and whose face much resembled that of 
my brother; I hear now the steps of the landlady in the yard, I am going to sleep. 

]p Saturday, Sept/30/44 1, 10 a.m. 

It was just recently that we two went upstairs to our room, we had been below in 
the apartment of the landlady, together with some neighbors, we were drinking wine, 
cognac, real coffee and we ate cookies. George left, accompanying a girl to her 
home. The meeting was a happy one but not for me, I was thinking continuously of 
Dora, I tried to show a happy face. Last night I dreamed that I met here in Germany 
a group of acquaintances from back home in Poland, they did not recognize me 

because I had my uniform on and spoke German, anyhow I tried to help them with 

their necessities as far as possible, among these people there was Jozek Gawron. 
Today had passed without anything new, the sky was covered. After work I went to 
the barber's and to the public bath to take a bath, at about 6 p.m. there was an 
antiaircraft alarm, I am finishing to write while looking at the picture of Dora; I 
am going to sleep. 

]p Monday, Oct/2/44 10 p.m. 

Last night I had dreamt something but I do not remember what, today I did not go to 

work, I went to Saarbr* cken to exchange my shoes at the Todt Organization for new 

ones, on the road back I met Altmayer, his daughter Hilda, son Werner and the 
office workers Helena, Hale and Walter, together with whom I traveled to the city- 
center. Last night once again they set all clocks back by one hour. George, the 
daughter of the landlady, her friend and I went to the cinema, in the morning we 
had an alarm and the pre-alarm lasted all day, I am now going to sleep. 

]p Tuesday, Oct/3/44 12,35 p.m. 

During the night I had some dreams but I do not remember any of them, the morning 
was cloudy, at 10,30 a.m. the sirens sounded an alarm which is still on, the 
antiaircraft batteries are shooting, one hears a lot of planes roaring above. 

George is downstairs, our boss came today and brought us our pay of last month and 
also a supplement of food-cards (coupons). This time they made a deduction of 40 
marks less for taxes, these are the 15% they regularly deduced each of the last few 
months, new fighter-plane squadrons are approaching. Our landlady had put new 
curtains in the kitchen and in our room too, she gave us permission to put a big 
mirror above the lavatory. Now we have nice weather outside though it is cool, the 
sky is clear and the sun shines, George came upstairs and we talked about fuel 
because the room is rather cold. 

]p Wednesday, Oct/4/44 8 p.m. 

Last night I slept extraordinarily well, continuously all night, I did not dream 
anything, the day today was cloudy in the morning but later it cleared up, at five 
there was an alarm which we did not like at all because it was in our time free 
from work. After arriving home with George we began to cut the wood we had brought 
home for the stove, we continued until dark, we succeeded in cutting only a 
fraction. After that we went together with our neighbor the railway-man to dine at 
the canteen, the landlady and her daughter had invited us downstairs but we did not 
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accept, because we wanted to go to bed early. The only news in the papers was that 
the uprising in Warsaw has been crushed. 

]p Thursday, Oct/5/44 9,40 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed something but I do not remember what, the day was cloudy and 
it rained intermittently, at 11 a.m. there was an alarm during which George and I 
cut the wood which we had sawed in pieces yesterday, it took us until 12 a.m. In 
the afternoon we were given a job "a accord" which means that when we were finished 
with it, we could go, we finished at 3,30 p.m. and to employ profitably our free 
time we went to take a bath at the public baths, at night we went to dine at the 
eatery, on the way we left our dirty linen at the house of the woman who did the 
laundry, at 7 p.m. we were back home, George lit a fire in the fireplace because it 
was cold, I read a book, a romantic one which the daughter of the landlady had lent 
me and while I was reading there was another alarm, the planes flying overhead, the 
defense shooting, there was a power failure, the sirens cancelled the 
alarm. 

]p Friday, Oct/6/44 7 p.m. 

During the night we had another antiaircraft alarm. Allied planes were passing in 
massive formations in the direction of Saarbr* cken where they bombed the 
antiaircraft batteries, which were also shooting tremendously, a very dense 
barrage, but this did not change the intentions of the pilots. George went to the 
shelter and I stayed in bed, I had dreamt that I was at home in Tarnow, I saw Jozie 
and Sadowicz and his daughter (neighbors), but I do not remember anything else. 

Today was nice, at midday there was an alarm, George and I finished work at 3 p.m.; 
to use our free time to a purpose we borrowed a small cart and went to look for 
coal, we brought 3 sacks of it, having both wood and coal we had an insurance 
against cold weather. George is going to sleep, I am going to mend my socks, there 
is a fire in the fireplace and the room is cozy, we ate scrambled eggs out of 7 
eggs which George got on his cards. 

]p Saturday, Oct/7/44 9, 25 p.m. 

At night there was an alarm, George went to the shelter and I stayed on in bed, 
again I dreamed that I went to our house at Tarnow, I saw Jozie, father and my 
brother Chamek, the rest I do not remember. I did not go to work today because I 
went to Saarbr* cken to the storehouse of uniforms of the Todt Organization, to ex¬ 
change certain pieces for my companions. The trip was deadly, I left in the morning 
with our boss in his car, we had mechanical problems on the road, we arrived at 
Saarbr*cken at 10 a.m. where we were greeted by an alarm. It was impossible to take 
any public transport, because everything had broken down by the bombings, our boss 
lent me the bicycle of her daughter Hilda, on the way I had a puncture and the 
knapsack with the clothes was heavy. I returned to the station at Saarbr*cken at 4 
p.m., from there I had to go to Brebach station and there I was told that nobody 
knew when there would be trains, I went out on the road together with a soldier, we 
stopped a car of the gendarmes that was going by, which took us to Saargemunde, 
George is sleeping. I can hear how rats are scratching the planks under the floor. 

]p Sunday Oct/8/44 8, 05 p.m. 

I think I did not dream of anything this night, we got up at 8 a.m., after 
breakfast I took the knapsack with the clothing of my companions which I have 
exchanged yesterday at the Todt Organization and I took it to the station where 
they lived, George came along and from there we went to the bar to have coffee with 
pastry but it was closed, so we returned home. On the streets there were patrols of 
the S.A. with guns and helmets checking papers, also those of George and mine, I 
had the uniform on. In the morning and in the afternoon there were alarms. I went 
to the movies alone because George had a date, he is with her now too, downstairs. 

I am in a bad mood, I do not know why, I feel like destroying some thing. 

Loneliness, nostalgia, homesickness and the absence of safety continuously torture 
me. 

]p I received a letter from the head of a sanitary unit of the Todt Organization 
whom I got to know in Berlin, a good guy, one of these days I shall answer him. I 
am going to read for a while and then go to sleep. 

]p Monday, Oct/9/44 8, 10 p.m. 

At night I again had dreams of our home in Tarnow, standing before the house I saw 
Dora walking by with her mother and a third person, I think it was her smaller 
brother, when she saw me she stopped, waiting for me while the others entered a 
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house on Wolnosci square and I woke up. When I again fell asleep, I saw her a new, 
we were at our home, Dora came to look for me, I put on my overcoat which was very 
similar to that of my brother and the cap and we went out, Jozia was shouting (she 
was the woman who worked at our home) after me that I shall catch a cold, because I 
had short socks on, to which Dora answered that it was no business of hers. After 
leaving home, we kissed with a lot of joy and sadness too, while we walked I was 
kissing her hands and I woke up. 0 God, what I would give that all this could be 
real, unfortunately that is not the case, will it be anytime? Nobody will be able 
to understand my feelings, neither to change them. Today I went once again to the 
depot of uniforms of the Todt Organization in Saarbriicken, to look for the uniform 
of our boss who gave me a premium of 50 marks which, to tell the truth I did not 
deserve, because what I had brought him was not my merit but it was due to him, and 
I told him so. 

Saarbr* cken is much destroyed, parts of the buildings in ruins, it is still 
smoking, the bombs were of the type which explodes setting fires, made of 
phosphorus. When returning, I came with the Chief's car (to have another real 
document I had taken out my driver's license) at 5 p.m., on the road I saw how they 
were bringing in handcuffed a deserter in civilian clothes, a young man of about 
25, two policemen were taking him, together with them there walked a young woman 
who held her overcoat on her arms, they smiled but I can imagine how they felt 
inside. We went with George to dine at a restaurant, the night was very dark, when 
leaving I missed the threshold and I fell, in the afternoon there was an alarm and 

now there is one too, George has gone down to the shelter Newspapers say that 

German troops have begun to put pressure on the Russian ones at certain points. 

]p Tuesday, Oct/10/44 7,50 p.m. 

I do not know whether I had dreamed something, anyhow I slept very well, 
uninterrupted until 5 a.m., all the day was very cloudy, today there was no alarm 
which does not happen very often, work was normal but the hours passed very slowly, 
for dinner we went with George to a restaurant, food is becoming worse day by day, 
today they gave us dry potatoes with apple compote and meatballs made out of grits, 
we had to give up a coupon for 10 g. of fat. Now sirens are announcing a pre-alarm, 

as almost always when night falls, at the same hour. George is reading a book, 

there is a fire in the stove, there is an agreeable warmth in the room. One of our 
companions has his family in Kiegelsberg, near Saarbr* cken and travels each night 
to his home, he recounted that Allied aircraft had dropped there last night three 
aerial mines. A railroad employee I know gave me two packages of sweets for 12 
cigarettes. 

]p Wednesday, Oct/11/44 7,30 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed that I was working at the Wlokno company (of cloth fabrics). 
This morning I went with our boss to Saarbriicken to try to obtain from the uniform 
depository of the Todt Organization parts of the uniforms for my companions who had 
lost those in Russia, but due to the uninterrupted air raid alarms (there were 3) I 
did not get everything, tomorrow I have to return. Many buildings are still on fire 
in Saarbr*cken, the population seems baffled. Yesterday I heard on the radio that 
most of them were sleeping in the shelters. I went for dinner to the restaurant 

alone, George stayed at home, now he is lying on the sofa and is asleep. The sky 

cleared up at dusk. 

Looking at the stars in the sky I remember that four years ago on a nice night we 
were walking with Dora and she said, looking at a shooting star, that we should 
think of something at that instant and it would turn out true, she thought of our 
future, I also remember that she said that if during 9 consecutive nights one can 
count 9 shooting stars, one will dream about the future as it will really happen. 

]p Thursday, Oct/12/44 8,55 p.m. 

I do not remember if I had dreamed anything last night, I think not. I got up 
early, to be able to take the early train to Saarbr* cken, some of the bombed out 

houses were still smoking, in the center of the city there is not a single 

restaurant that had remained intact, especially near the station. I returned at 4 
o' clock in the afternoon. Immediately I went to the state bureau to fetch our new 
cards (coupons) for food. I brought from Saarbr*cken questionnaires of the Todt 
Organization which all of us had to sign in person. At night George and I went for 
dinner to the restaurant, we were served golden brown fried potatoes (with the 
least quantity of oil that one can imagine), a single sausage and salad, we had to 
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hand over coupons for 50 g of meat and 10 g of fat. During the day it was clear 
today, at night it began to rain. In the morning there was an alarm and the whole 
day long it was pre-alarm. I am going to bed, I will read my book until I fall 
asleep. 

]? Friday, Oct/13/44 7,30 p.m. 

I had dreamt something last night but I do not know what, it is curious how lately 
my dreams get forgotten. Today I went again to Saarbr*cken, I brought new clothes 
for Amandus in exchange of what had been lost. The day was nice, in the morning 
there had been an alarm. American fighter planes were over-flying the whole day 
long, on the return journey I came with the 4 o'clock car. Together with George we 
went to the restaurant to have dinner, now he is lying on the sofa, he does not go 
to bed because he is expecting the alarm which repeats itself lately always at 8 
p.m., I am mostly in bed already at that time. I lit the fire in the stove, I have 
to shave and wash myself well because it is almost a week that I could not go to 
have a bath. Today we can hear artillery shooting from the front. In Saarbr*cken 
one can still see smoking ruins. Today had not brought us any other news. 

]p Saturday, Oct/14/44 8,55 p.m. 

I dreamed something but I do not know what. I did see aircraft, though. Today I 
again went to Saarbr* cken, I brought clothing for Gustav, Josef and George, new 
things in exchange of those lost in Russia; the town had been bombed again this 
morning, it seems that it was the whole 3rd district of Saarbr* cken, I hope that 
our company's building is still standing because if not, then I had lostall the 
things I had guarded there, one could see from the distance how smoke was rising 
from the entire district, if it had not been because I had two knapsacks full of 
heavy clothing, I would have gone to see the bomb damage. When I arrived home I 
went to take a bath at the public bathhouse, I did not find George, he had gone to 
St. Ovolt to fetch new food coupons, he will be surely back tomorrow. I went for 
dinner to the eatery and not to the restaurant because it was already late. In the 
afternoon, in Saarbrcken there had been another alarm, the population was running 
to the shelters in despair. I am going to bed, I am tired for having walked too 
much. 

]p Sunday, Oct/15/44 8 p.m. 

Again I am unable to remember if I had dreamt anything. At 8 in the morning there 
was an alarm, I dressed and went downstairs to wait for some car to Saarbr* cken to 
see if the company's building was still standing, but none went in that direction. 

I wanted to go to the bar to have a coffee and pastry but it was closed. After 10 I 
returned home, George was also back. A new alarm lasted until midday, at this 
moment the sirens were announcing one once again, at 12 we went both for lunch and 
then wanted to go to the movies but the queue at the box office was so long that we 
desisted. We walked the whole afternoon around the town, at 6,30 p.m. we went to 
the restaurant for dinner, where we found our neighbors the railroad people. George 
went to the shelter, outside it is raining, until the afternoon it had been nice 
weather. I shall read a book until they cancel the alarm and then go to sleep. 
Monday, Oct/16/44 7,30 p.m. 

I am ashamed but once again I do not remember if I had dreamt any thing. I went to 
Saarbr* cken and brought clothing for Filips and Nickols but as I see it, they do 
not appreciate at all that I take care of their things, they did not even ask how 
much I had spent on the round trip, they are two rustic peasants, I never had them 
sympathy. During the night planes had dropped some scattered bombed our zone, it 
was said that these were air mines. For dinner I went to the restaurant, it is now 
raining. George lies on the sofa, Saarbr*cken is smoking because of new 
bombardments. In the morning while travelling on the train I thought of my past, of 
my nearest relatives who do not live any more, in the compartment of the train 
there was sitting a woman with a girl, in her I saw my sister Hania with her 
daughter Marylka. God, how my heart hurts when I think of their destiny and I who 
loved them so much, see that my heart is becoming harder and harder, it is becoming 
as hard as a rock. 

]p Tuesday, Oct/17/44 7,30 p.m. 

I went to Saarbr*cken to fetch clothes for Albert and Emil, I returned at 6,30 
p.m., I have a tremendous headache, I think it is because I did not eat anything 
all day, there was no place to buy anything, I cannot write any more, I have to lie 
down. 
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]p Wednesday, Oct/18/44 2,30 p.m. 

Last night I had a dream in which I saw my father and my brother, that is all I 
remember, but having seen them made me very happy, poor father whom I love so much. 
When I remember the words he pronounced the last time we saw each other, that I was 
the only one left to him, I feel my teardrops falling and in my heart so much pain 
that it cannot be described; if at least I knew what had happened to him, but I do 
not know even that. And what had happened to Dora, I do not know that either, it is 
horrible to live with these doubts. 

The knowledge that I do not have anybody in the world who knows what had happened 
to me is very painful, I live with the hope that nothing had happened to hem, of 
what I am so much afraid of. Today there were two alarms. 

]p Thursday, Oct/19/44 1,10 p.m. 

In my dream I saw the shop of my parents, my mother selling butter, Kleinhandler 
who was our supplier, my brother with whom I was discussing about something and my 
sister Hania. In my second dream I was riding a carriage drawn by two horses, one 
of them small and the other a big white one, Jozia was travelling with me as also 
my small cousin, son of my father's brother, it seems to me that we wanted to 
travel to Wielopole, we had to return from the road because it was cut by anti-tank 
ditches, that is all I can remember. Outside it is raining, we have already the 
second alarm. Since 12 o'clock Allied planes are passing continuously by. In the 
morning our boss came and he brought us additional food rations. For the first time 
since I took out my driving license, I drove the car in which our boss had come, I 
went to his home to give him the clothing which I had withdrawn at the Todt 
Organization for him. I would like to work as a driver at the Todt Organization but 
I have too much baggage for that. The alarm is still on. By Hitler's orders all men 
between 16 and 60 must be called up by the army. 

]p Friday, Oct/20/44 4,05 p.m. 

In my dream I saw mother, we were at our home, our town had received the order for 
evacuation, I do not know whose, mother and I had to travel together, my brother 
had to stay, I did not see anybody else. In the afternoon I did not go to work, I 
am feeling bad, I think I have got a cold, these last days I always had headaches, 

I am just back from the drugstore where I had bought aspirin to take before going 
to sleep. I have just finished a book which was lent to me by the daughter of the 
landlady, the title was Drauf zu Marlene, while I had been reading it, I was 
constantly thinking of my sister with her daughter. The day is cool, at about 10 
the sky cleared, today there were two alarms already. Ifeel nostalgic because I do 
not have some of my beloved near me, or at least some of my old boy or girlfriends 
with whom I could share my thoughts, this would be certainly of much help. 

Having to keep silent and keep things shut up inside oneself makes one suffer in a 
way that cannot be described. The persons who know me best are my work-mates and 
boss Altmayer; since I have joined the company in March 1943 there is nobody who 
would have known me from home, neither do I know where there is someone of those, 
neither do they know about me. The person with whom I do share sometimes my 
thoughts is George, logically only some of them. 

]? Saturday, Oct/21/44 8 p.m. 

Last night I did dream something, the only thing I remember is that I saw Hania and 
her husband Manek, I think that my parents too. The day was clear, at 4 p.m. there 
was an alarm. Newspapers say that the city of Aachen is surrounded by the 
Americans. With George we went to the movies, we saw In Flagranti, a rather stupid 
picture but it was useful for killing time, at present there is an other alarm. 
George is downstairs, I am going to sleep, downstairs there is the bar of the 
landlady. The two of us have volunteered for guard duty tomorrow, for this we can 
have a day off during the week. 

]p Sunday, Oct/22/44 8 a.m. 

I dreamed all night long that I had a new bicycle, I took Dora along sitting on the 
handle, we were going home by Polna street, on the way I got off the bike and Dora 
followed after me, there came a girl with whom I was just beginning to have 
conversations, there was also one of my friends but I do not know which, we 
continued on our way and got into his apartment, looking at my watch I saw that it 
was 1,50 and as I had to be at work at 2 I left. I stop now because I must be at 
work at 8,30 a.m. It is now 1,30 p.m. the same day. Making use of the midday pause 
I continue to describe the dream: I did not go home, walking on the street I met 
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father, he told me that my brother had sent me the bicycle to the city. In another 
dream I dreamed that that I was going with Dora in a car to a town on the border 
which was under enemy artillery fire. I also dreamed that our work-mate Michel who 
had traveled home to see his family was back, on the street I met Gustav (another 
work-mate) who also commented on Michel's return. 

At 10 a.m. we had an alarm which lasted until 11 a.m., we spent the morning 
practically without working, at 1 p.m. we have to leave once again, I hope that we 
return soon. 

]p Monday, Oct/23/44 7,20 p.m. 

I do not remember if I had dreamed anything, today we have the day off because 
yesterday we had guard duty, after waking up we read a bit and went for a walk, 
which makes me remember the good old times when we used to go for a walk with my 
brother, those were still the good times when I had a family home and did not know 
what it was to be standing alone in this world, without any future reach for a 
heart suffering so much. Today I know all this but unfortunately it is too late to 
appreciate it. Today there is no person in the world whose heart would beat for me 
and nobody misses me. When I have these thoughts I cannot understand where from 
does a human being obtain his desire to live, even in spite of having already lost 
all hope of finding a single person beloved by his heart. 

The owner of the boarding house had put some traps for rats in the kitchen, because 
some had been seen lately, this is the second one to have fallen in the trap. 

Today was overcast, until now there had been no alarms, which is not very usual. In 
the afternoon we went with George to the old limestone mine which now serves as an 
air raid shelter, it is half an hour's walk from our boarding house, it is really 
difficult to imagine something similar to this, one could say it is like the 
subterranean galleries of the pirates one used to read about. I had to give George 
a slap to assure myself that all this was reality and not a dream; his shout gave 
me that assurance. 

Long tunnels crossing each other which the population had divided up by planks, 
blankets or sheet, forming cabins to serve as dormitories, they say that there are 
thousands of people living there, the air is very thick and humid but the fear of 
the bombings is greater, the tunnels are high and wide so that even trucks can 
enter. George is at the shelter, from the distance one can hear the antiaircraft 
artillery. 

]p Tuesday, Oct/24/44 7,25 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed that walking at dusk during an alarm I met on the street a 
girl whom I had never seen before, we were going the same way so we began to chat I 
do not remember about what, some what further ahead we met a group of men, one of 
them was her father to whom she spoke for a while, than we went on and were 
together until late, then we separated; next day I was on sentry duty beside a big 

hole in the ground, she passed by and gave me a small bouquet of wild flowers which 

I placed at the edge of the hole, then I woke up. 

Today was cloudy, we had pre-alarms twice but no alarm, after work we went with 

George for dinner to the restaurant, the daughter of the owner lent me a book 
titled The Unknown Face, the one which I returned to her was Victory of the Heart, 

I shall read a bit and then go to sleep. 

]p Wednesday, Oct/25/44 8,40 p.m. 

This night I dreamed that I went on a leave to our home in Tarnow, with the 
uniform of the Todt Organization, when I had arrived at the town I went to visit 
Bernhard (the German corporal who was in charge of the military storehouse where I 
used to work while in the ghetto) I could see in his face that something was 
happening in his heart, possibly he did not like my uniform, there I met my friend 
Resenbaum with whom in a short while we went out on the street, before the house I 
found father, I do not know how he got wind so quickly that I had arrived, after 
that I went to our shop and through the door I saw Hilda (the daughter of 
Altmayer), I called her inside and we greeted each other very affectionately, then 
I met Henryk Celer and Sp„t (friends) who told me that some what further on I could 
find Gena (a girl who was a close friend). Still further on I met Josek W. (a 
friend), who informed me that our mutual friend Staszek was also at home. What 
looked strange to me that even though I was in uniform everybody recognized me 
instantly. I do not remember anything more. 
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Only at 6,30 p.m. was there an alarm, to kill time we went with George to a public 
shelter where we met some acquaintances, it lasted until 8 p.m. George is lying on 
the sofa, it is almost 9 p.m., the morning was overcast but it got better later. I 
am going to sleep. 

]p Thursday, Oct/26/44 7,50 p.m. 

I dreamt that I was at our home in Tarnow, the population was abandoning the town 
because the battlefront was getting near, I went to Gelberg's shop where, besides 
his usual merchandise, there were also shirts. 

There was somebody else with me, I think it was George or Jozek W. we distributed 
the merchandise among both the civilian population and the military, among these 
there was one of the Hitler Jugend who protested because I did not give him 
everything he wanted so I threw him out giving him a kick on his backside. I was 
dressed in the Todt Organization's uniform, I do not remember anything more. At 
midday there was an alarm, I went to Saarbr* cken to receive from our boss the 
coupons for supplementary food but I did not find him. Mrs Schifler told me that 
the next day he was certain to visit us. I also brought from my baggage the water- 
flask full of alcohol which I had obtained by a ruse back in arch in Stanislawow 
during our journey from Russia, and I transformed it into a liquor putting into it 
a supplement I had bought in Lwow and some sugar. Now there is an alarm on, George 
is jumping, laughing and chatting as a goose because have told him that I am naming 
him in these writings, he throws himself on the sofa and waits for another alarm. I 
shall shave, read for a while and go to bed. 

]p Saturday Oct/28/44 11,50 p.m. 

I dreamt about my brother Chamek, he arrived home I do not know where from and my 
brother-in-law Manek was preparing for him some documents. 

After 3 o'clock in the afternoon there was an alarm until 5, with George we went 
to the movies, when returning we entered the bar downstairs where we found his 
sister with her husband and their little child, they had come to visit him, we all 
went upstairs to our room, to drink something, the daughter of the landlady brought 
up coffee for us and she stayed with us. Later we also called in our neighbor 
Juppa, for a time also Fredi and Jakob came, it was pleasant, at 10 p.m. George's 
relatives left and he accompanied them to the station, I descended to the bar where 
I found a group of acquaintances somewhat drunk, the landlady succeeded in tricking 
them into leaving. George returned from the station. 

Among the drunk there was also Ana who lives on the other side of the street, for 
me to see a drunk woman looked awful, Juppa succeeded in taking her home. ]p Sunday, 
Oct/29/44 1,40 p.m. I had a dream that I do not remember, I got up at 9, with much 
difficulty I could get George out of his bed, we went to the bar to have coffee 
with pastry, at 10 there was an alarm which lasted for more than an hour, at 12,30 
we went to have lunch. I had already finished reading the book, at night she will 
lend me another. 

]p Monday, Oct/30/44 5,20 p.m. 

I dreamed of visiting our home in Tarnow, the fighting front was just there, 

German soldiers were throwing grandees everywhere, I was dressed in my aviation 
uniform, so were they too, there was nobody of my family in the house at my side, 
in the courtyard there were three other Poles lying, when the fighting was over we 
went into the house, when they saw the beds they said among themselves that they 
could well live here, to which I answered that that would be impossible because 
these rooms were already taken, they asked if by my family, I said yes. Later they 
arrived, mother, father, Chamek, and I think Hania too, mother said that aunt Zosia 
(Tekla) asked her that for the coming holidays we cede to them our best room, to 
which I answered indignantly that that would not be possible, but mother did give 
her permission. Today at 6 a.m. I went to Saarbr*cken to fetch new clothes for 
Michel, I also brought for myself a new pullover, two handkerchiefs, a towel and 
socks. 

Boss Altmayer asked me why I had not gone to visit them on Sunday, I answered that 
nobody had invited me, Marga had asked him to do so, but he thought that she had 
already done it in the letter that he had delivered to me written by her last week. 
When returning, I bought bread, cold cuts and butter, then I went to the bar to 
have coffee with pastry, George arrived back from work, it is raining. 

]p Tuesday, Oct/31/44 9, 25 p.m. 
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I think that last night I had not dreamt of anything. Today I got up somewhat 
later than usual because I had to go to Saarbr* cken, I told the boss that I still 
had to fetch some things from the uniform depository of the Todt Organization. 

After having got up, I lit the fire in the stove, shaved and heated water for 
washing myself, then took my dirty linen and that of George to be laundered and 
went to have a coffee with pastry. For going to Saarbr*cken, I stopped a car with 
my finger, but he only took me as far s Forbach and from there on I took a tram. On 
the road the SS and the border guard were checking papers, I returned at 5 p.m. 
went with George to have dinner, now there is an alarm; he went downstairs to the 
shelter, one could hear three very strong explosions, doors and windows creaked, 
the sirens announced the end of the alarm. I delivered the clothes that I brought 
for Michel, Filip was protesting that I had not brought anything today for him, but 
until he does not repay me the travelling expenses of the last time, I will not 
bring him anything. 

]p Wednesday, Nov/1/44 1,30 p.m. 

Last night I had a bad dream, I dreamed that I went to Tarnow, I had the Todt 
Organization uniform on, on the sleeves of my overcoat I had the red band with the 
swastika, walking on the street I passed by an old friend from school, I think it 
was Dlugosz, who recognized me, I began to walk quickly, I did not want to enter 
into any conversation with him, while I continued walking I became aware that the 
police was following me, I hurried even more and I entered Milet's shop by the back 
door, because the front one was closed, behind me the captain of the local police 
(I do not know where he appeared from) and asked for my papers, I showed him the 
Ausweis from Schmierenka which was signed by the Ortskommandant, he read it, he 
wrote something on it and taking it with him he went into the shop, outside he met 
Hania who, standing on the corner saw everything that happened, but was so confused 
that at his question about where father was she could not answer clearly, 
nevertheless he saw my father through the door and went straight for him. Hania 
approached the door and called me but I answered that I was resigned to everything 
and that it did not matter to me what could happen. In a short while I saw the 
captain coming out with the document in his hand on which there was a signature of 
father, he accompanied the captain to the door, the poor man was white as chalk 
because of the fear of what might happen. After that I awoke. 

Today morning was cold and cloudy, we had pre-alarms three times and now we have an 
alarm, thanks to which I am at home. George is at the shelter. Today our boss came 
here, brought the monthly wages, I got 175 marks net, 222 gross. He also related 
how the day before at dusk the Amerivan planes had dropped four air-mines, our 
house had shaken at each of the explosions, I was glad not to have stayed on the 
night before to sleep in Saarbr*cken as he had insisted to me to do. Filip and 
Michel complained to him that I did not fetch them uniforms, which was not true and 
so I told them before him, now I see what it is to deal with brutes who do not even 
want to repay me the travel expenses, altogether some miserable 1,50 marks. 

]p Thursday, Nov/2/44 6 p.m. 

I do not remember if I had dreamt anything, the day was cold and overcast, in the 
afternoon we had an alarm which lasted only 5 minutes . After returning from work I 
lit the fire in the stove, I shaved, I washed myself with the water I had heated on 
the stove in a washbowl. George went to the center because he wants to buy 
artificial honey. We have arranged meeting us at the restaurant 

for dinner. At midday there came a censist who was making a list of people for the 
Volkssturm (shock troops), he wanted to enlist me, I had to explain to him that I 
was not a German, I have to go for my encounter with George. 

]p Friday Nov/3/44 9, 15 p.m. 

Last night I did not dream of anything, in the morning the sky was clear, later it 
clouded over, we had a few pre-alarms, at 3,30 p.m. there was an alarm that lasted 
only somewhat more than half an hour. We went with George to have dinner, when 
returning we stayed for a while in the bar with the owners, we spoke about a 
neighbor Alfred who got wounded during a bombing near Metz and was interned in a 
hospital. George is in bed, I am heating water to wash my hair. ]p Saturday, 

Nov/4/44 10,40 p.m. 

I do not remember if I had dreamt something last night. In the morning I went to 
Saarbr* cken to exchange parts of the uniforms for my work mates, our boss came with 
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me with his car to the ware-house, which lies outside the city; while we were 
absent the city had been bombed again, the boss invited me to go to his home 
tomorrow, I think I will go. After my return I went home where I found George 
eating potatoes which he had fried, they were a bit burnt, then for a while we went 
downstairs, George is already in bed, I shall do the same. 

]p Monday, Nov/6/44 7,30 p.m. 

Yesterday I did not write anything because I went to Altmayer's house in 
Riegelsberg. Yesterday in the morning I was awakened by a bad dream, I dreamed that 
I was I think in Russia, near me they took three Jews and cut their throats and I 
did not have the courage to look them in the face. I also dreamed of seeing Philip 
killing chickens, he took them one by one by the neck, cut their heads off and 
pressed out all the blood, at last I woke up. After 7 I got out of bed, I lighted 
the stove to have hot water for shaving and washing myself, George got up later. I 
went to the coffee house to have coffee with pastry. I stopped a car which took me 
to Saarbr*cken, at 10 a.m. there was an alarm until 3,30 p.m., at that time (3,30) 

I arrived at the home of Altmayer in his car, which I had taken, at 5 p.m. I wanted 
to begin my return journey to Sarreguemines but he advised me to stay for the 
night, there were two alarms, at 2 a.m. I went to sleep. Hilda had prepared an 
alarm-clock for 4,30 a.m. thanks to which I awoke, when I left everybody was 
sleeping but on the kitchen table there was a break fast prepared for me, but I did 
not eat anything. At Saarbr*cken station I met Amandus Jacob and we traveled 
together. The day was rainy, now there is an alarm, George is downstairs, I am very 
sleepy, I shall go to sleep. 

]p Tuesday, Nov/7/44 5,40 p.m. 

I dreamt something but I do not remember what, today it rained the whole day long, 
during the morning I had a conversation with some Poles who work here at a company 
of the Todt Organization, during the conversation one of them told me that I was 
faring better than they. My new knapsack which I got a short time ago and which I 
had left at the quarters of my companions at the station had disappeared. George is 
at the barber's, we will go to have dinner and then to the movies. Today there was 
no alarm during the whole day. 

]p Wednesday, Nov/8/44 8,35 p.m. 

I do not remember if I had dreamt of anything last night, the day was cloudy, at 
10,30 there was an alarm and lasted until 12,30, the one which followed lasted 
until 5 p.m., all afternoon Allied aircraft were flying overhead. One can hear 
clearly the artillery from the battlefront. Michel, Jozef, Emil, Albert, Nickel and 
Fillip were called up into the Volksturm, they have to present themselves tomorrow 
at 7,30. The radio announced today a new secret weapon of Germany, the V2. In the 
afternoon papers I read that Roosevelt was again elected president. The war 
communique, informed that the uprising in Slovakia had been crushed, George is 
already in bed, it had rained the whole afternoon, my work-mates had new quarters 
assigned to them. Our rail-road-men neighbors had received calls to enroll. 

]p Thursday, Nov/9/44 8,45 p.m. 

Last night I dreamt that I was travelling with George through Tarnow, we had 
uniforms on, we went to the Soldatenheim (the soldiers' home), it was en ex-hotel, 
on the streets I turned away my head from everybody who passed, because I did not 
want to be recognized by anybody, I do not remember anything more. The day was 
cloudy, at work there appeared apart from us two, Amandus, Karl and Jakob, at 9,30 
there was an alarm which lasted until 12 o' clock. One can continuously hear the 
explosions of the bombs and the antiaircraft guns, George went to the shelter, I 
stayed together with some soldiers near the station and later I went home. At 
Saarbr*cken bombs were falling again, en Barebach too, I hope that the company's 
building had been spared, otherwise I would have lost all the things which I have 
there, the pre-alarm lasted until 5 p.m. and now there is another one, since 7,30 
p.m. George is in bed already, I had been lent a new book: The last train to 
Shanghai. 

]p Friday, Nov/10/44 9,30 p.m. 

I dreamed that I had arrived at our home, mother gave me a letter and pictures of 
Dora, I do not remember anything more, the day was cloudy, at 10,45 a.m. there was 
an alarm which lasted until 2 p.m. those who were called up to the Volssturm have 
to take the oath on Sunday. I went with George to the movies. 

]p Saturday, Nov/11/44 12 a.m. 




Memories 


Taking advantage of the alarm I am at home, I do not remember having dreamt 
anything. In the morning I went to the public bureau to draw coupons for eggs and 
other food which I had forgotten to do, after having returned to the workplace 
Filip began the topic of the coupons, the result was that we ended up with a 
discussion. During the alarm I went to the quarters of the company, where 
Filip began a fight with me, he could not throw me to the floor, his friend Nickel 
came from behind and hit my knees from there, which caused me to fall, Filip bit 
one of my fingers, I decided to ignore them, not to pay them attention, at the 
right moment I will present myself again. George is reading the newspaper, I am 
somewhat annoyed with him too, I do not know if I am right. 

Sunday, Nov/12/44 5,15 p.m. 

I did dream something this night but I do not remember what. Today I was on guard 
duty with George since 8 a.m. the day passed extraordinarily well, we spent the 
time sitting by the stove sleeping, nothing happened to make our services 
necessary, to kill time we went once again to the movies. 

]p 7,15 p.m. 

Because of Heroes' Day the cinema was closed, we went for dinner, I listen to the 
war bulletins with a lot of anxiety, for the moment they do not have anything new 
to say. My nerves are about to explode, these days my loneliness becomes much 
stronger, I miss everything and everybody who were so dear to me. George is sitting 
at the table studying the map, at midday we were visited by Gustav, he liked our 
lodgings, I invited him to the rest of the liquor I still had in my water-flask, 
this put him in a better mood. Every day I become more and more angry with Philip, 

I think some day I shall be able to return his attentions, then let him suffer. 

Recently I was reviewing my experiences of the last two years, I shall not forget 
them as long as I live, the day I had arrived at Lwow at the house of Wanda and her 
husband Marisa, Marian was also of the group (he was a friend of my brother), the 
things we had lived through Dora and I at Szpitalna street, Maniek who had helped 
us so much in escaping from the ghetto, I would like to know where he is and if he 
were still alive, I would like to meet him still, sometime. 

]p 10,45 p.m. 

Until now I had been downstairs at the bar, I do not know why I became so sad, I 
suppose that because of the memories I have so vivid in my mind. At 10 o'clock I 
again listened to the war communique,s, it informs about heavy fighting in 
Lothringen which are lasting already four days, without any change. George 
continues downstairs, I hear his footsteps, while I had been sitting downstairs 
too, I was entirely on the edge, molested by their gayety, they did not have to 
live the destiny I had. 

I am going to sleep. 

]p Tuesday, Nov/14/44 1,35 p.m. 

Yesterday morning I went to the depository of the Todt Organization in 
Saarbr*cken, to fetch clothes for Jakob, I arrived at Schifler's house (the 
company's central office) at 7 p.m., Mrs Schifler was not in, she went out to see 
her children, I did find Altmayer, Marta (the employee) went to sleep in the 
shelter. Before 12 a.m. I got back, the newspapers wrote of heavy fighting near 
Metz and Didenhowen, the population is waiting under a lot of stress, I am going to 
have lunch and then to the coffee-shop. 

]p Wednesday, Nov/15/44 5, 25 p.m. 

In my dream I saw all my family, Kristina included, I saw father very clearly, the 
poor man looked very tired, I gave him shoes for a present. Dora was sitting at my 
side, at the table in our house, she was embroidering something, mother was sitting 
with her head propped up against the table half asleep, my joy at being sitting 
near them was very great. It was the first time that Dora had given me a kiss and 
this had cleared my head of all worries, she was going to stay for the night at our 
home, and then I woke up. At 11 Amandus sent me to the Post Office to phone 
Altmayer that he should come, because Kernel, (the station-master) wanted to speak 
with him. There was no way to get the communication through, I had to change my 
clothes and go to Saarbr*cken by car. Altmayer supposed that it was probably about 
the winding up of the work-station at Saargemund, in this case we would have to 
assume the job of constructing shelters in Brebach, which did not make me happy at 
all, and George neither. The Boss will arrive tomorrow morning, after having 
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returned at 4 p.m. I went to the bar, the boss wanted me to stay for the night in 
Saarbr*cken but I did not want to. 

George is at the barber's, heavy fighting continues on the Eastern front. 

]p Thursday, Nov/16/44 9, 30 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed that I went together with my brother to the depository of 

clothing of the Organization Todt and we withdrew vests of fur. In the morning 

Altmayer arrived, our suspicion that he had been called by the station master to 
wind up the work-station was wrong, it was only about that days being shorter 

this month, he will pay us only 9 1/2 hours per day. Today there were two alarms. 

George is in bed already. 

]p Friday, Nov/17/44 8,30 a.m. 

I think that I did not dream anything last night, at about 10 a.m. there was an 
alarm during which the Allied fighter planes machine gunned two locomotive engines 
which were at the marshalling yard, now there is an alarm again, one can hear 
clearly and continuously the artillery of the front lines. George is at the 
shelter, in the morning he had stayed home with the pretext of having to see the 
dentist. It is 2,55 p.m., the sirens had called the alarm off, I am leaving for 
work. 

At 4 p.m. the Boss arrived and told us that at 5 p.m. we will have to go with a 
railroad car to Saaralben, about 20 kms from here, to load girders for the front, 
the way he told us made us think a lot, we did not believe him. Eight persons of 
the Gunter company were to come with us, we went home to take along something to 
eat and at 5 p.m. we returned to the station, on platform number 5 there stood a 
car, the engine had not arrived yet. Gunter's people had told us that we had to go 
to the front, they said that they would not go because they had already made this 
journey once, Amandus went to inform the Boss that Gunter's men were gone, he told 
him that we had to go to disassemble the rail lines at the front and load them, but 
being too few, we could not do it alone, so the trip was cancelled which made us 
feel very contented, frankly we had cancelled it by ourselves. 

]p Saturday, Nov/18/44 7,40 p.m. 

Last night I had dreamed that I was at our home in Tarnow, I saw mother, the two 
Hanias (my sister and Kristina) and almost all the other relatives. The day was 
clear today, there were three alarms, during the whole day Allied fighter planes 
were flying overhead, machine gunning and bombing the objectives they chose, I was 
sitting at the table reading a book. After the alarm I went downstairs for a while, 
when I came back I met George on the stairway coming down, already changed, when I 
asked him where he was going he did not answer me clearly at all, he said that he 
had to go out, I have to admit that he is not too sincere with me either. 

]? Sunday, Nov/19/44 5,30 p.m. 

I had a very bad dream yesterday, I saw father dying, some people who I think were 
priests arranged his body in the form of a cross, they wanted to bury him but he 
was still alive. My God! what a terrible scene, he had his face very tired, the 
nose swollen, it came as a relief when I awoke. In the morning I had gone to work, 
we had to repair the tracks that had been bombed during the night. 

George stayed at home, he said he would travel to see his family. At 8 a.m. already 

alarms have begun, they lasted all day, fighter planes attacking our zone. On my 

way for lunch at the eating place I met Albert, Emil, Krekel and a civilian who was 
with them. Albert asked me to accompany him to Remelfingen, where bombs had fallen 
and he supposed that they must have broken the rails, I said yes, but when I heard 

that the bombs had fallen on a Ukranian camp, killing 4 and that they had to be 

buried, I told them that I was not from the undertaker's and I went away. I went to 
the movies, they were showing the same as last week, but to kill time I entered. 

One can still hear the artillery of the front, but less than before. 

]p Monday, Nov/20/44 8,45 p.m. 

I do not remember whether I had dreamed anything tonight. Since 8 a.m. the Allied 
fighter planes were machine gunning and bombing our zone, at this moment they are 
attacking some chosen objective, there were two alarms, it rained almost the whole 
day, one does not hear much artillery. We went with George and had an excellent 
dinner: in the first place meatballs of liver with potatoes and cabbage, then meat 
with fried potatoes and beet salad, for the first time since my arrival in Germany 
did I eat a dinner like this, it cost 10,50 marks. George is in bed already, he 
told me he had been to see his family. 
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]p Tuesday, Nov/21/44 8,30 p.m. 

I dreamed some things that I do not remember. Today was overcast, it cleared up 
only late in the afternoon, during the morning and the afternoon fighter aircraft 
flew over us, since 7 p.m. there is an alarm. During lunch at the eating place I 
was chatting with some railroad-men who told me that they had to flee from Saarburg 
because yesterday midday the Americans entered the town. The war bulletin informs 
that in Metz there is street fighting against the Americans. In the morning one 
could hear explosions very near, everybody said that these were impacts of the 
artillery. ]p Wednesday, Nov/22/44 6,45 a.m. At 4 a.m. I was awakened by artillery 
explosions, they get repeated at short intervals and from very near; especially the 
cannon, one hears the shot being fired and the impact, it must be very near, one 
can also see the flashes of the shots. Our neighbors are all at the shelter, so 
does George too. ]p 3 p.m. 

The explosions I heard in the morning were those of the artillery shells, one of 
which impacted on the station's platform. Due to the nearness of the front, work 
was interrupted. Altmayer had come in the morning, I saw him while he was in a 
queue for buying bread, these last days it became difficult to get, he said that in 
case of necessity I should go to Saarbr* cken, he also brought a letter for me from 
Marga (a friend of his daughter Hilda), Amandus arrived this morning but when he 
saw what was happening he returned home, the rest want to go this night. I went to 
the post office, I wanted to draw 100 marks on my savings account but the clerk 
told me that for the moment he had no money to give to me, all this because the 
front was drawing near. In the afternoon I went to Ausermacher to try my luck, it 
is 5 kms from here, they did pay me the 100 marks but a strong rain got me on my 
return, I got soaked, when I arrived I lighted the stove and I dried myself a bit, 
George is sitting by the table half asleep. 

]p Thursday, Nov/23/44 7,40 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed of my brother. I did not go to work because all my companions 
left for Saarbriicken, I also went there, to draw my food ration supplements and to 
withdraw another 100 marks from the post office. Tomorrow we will begin working. 

]p Friday, Nov/24/44 6, 50 p.m. 

My companions returned from Saarbr* cken for work, the boss brought them with his 
car, he went to see the Amtmann (the station master) and advised him that we were 
back ready to work, he sent us to that part of the platform where the cannon had 
impacted, but when we got there, we saw a worker's column which was just finishing 
the job, we went to the rooms the company had at the station a waiting orders. In 
the afternoon we had to repair a track, to be able to free two cars which were 
trapped on it. Twice we had to abandon the place because the artillery shots went 
whistling right over our heads, in the third instance there was an impact very 
near, inside a military quarters. In the eatery I met Gustav and Jozef, they were 
afraid once again, they wanted to go to Saarbr* cken, our neighbor Jakob and his 
friends did receive the order to leave for Saarbr*cken. It had been raining the 
whole day. ]p Saturday, Nov/25/44 9,35 p.m. Last night I did not dream anything, the 
artillery continued shooting, on the tracks very near to where we were living there 
was a German cannon shooting, our building shakes at every shot, today we had 
alarms three times, it did not rain at midday, the sky cleared up, the war bulletin 
gave the news that at their point of advance American tanks had entered Strassburg. 

]p Sunday, Nov/26/44 11,30 a.m. 

I dreamed about father, mother, aunt Zosia (Tekla) and I think also of my brother. 
During the night the shots continued, early in the morning we had a pre-alarm and 
now we have an alarm, now it is calm, the artillery stopped shooting. To kill time 
we have decided with George to go to the shelter but from the distance we saw 
Michael and Emil with shovels, then we turned around, nobody had told us that today 
we should work. I have to answer Marga's letter which I had received on Wednesday. 

]? 8,30 p.m. 

Artillery begins to shoot again, we hear three impacts, what we had heard last 
night thinking that it was the German cannon shooting on the tracks, were Allied 
impacts in the neighborhood of our boarding house. 

]? 10,30 p.m. 

The latest impact of the artillery was the sixth in the town since 
7 p.m. 

George decided to sleep in the basement. 
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]p Monday, Nov/27/44 5,30 p.m. 

I do not remember having dreamed last night. There were 17 impacts of the Allied 
artillery in the town during the night, the day is clear but cool. We have bought 
200 grams of meat and were cooking a soup for ourselves. At 5 p.m. the tunnel of 
the railroad where the tracks run to Beningen was dynamited. 

A few minutes ago our neighbor Juppo (the railroad worker) came to say us goodbye, 
he told us that they had received orders that all the railroaders had to abandon 
the town and that the bridge over the Saar river would be dynamited at 7 p.m. 

]p Tuesday, Nov/28/44 6, 50 p.m. 

I had a number of dreams yesterday, I also dreamed that I traveled on a goat. The 
artillery goes on shooting, the railroad-men's canteen got closed. I will not write 
for long because we are without electricity, we lit a candle for a while which was 
given to us by the landlady, we are without water and without gas. 

]p Wednesday Nov/29/44 11, 15 a.m. 

I think that I had not dreamt about anything this night. This night I too slept in 
the basement, the artillery attacked the town without interruption, the whistling 
of the shots and the impacts were unceasing. The shooting continues but much less 
than during the night, I slept on two chairs, the landlady told me to fetch the 
sofa from our room. At about 2 p.m. there came a policeman asking the owner of the 
pension to return his uniform (of a reservist), but he being ill, it was I who took 
it to the receiving station. All my work-mates have once again escaped to 
Saarbr* cken. 

]p Thursday Nov/30/44 2, 10 p.m. 

I dreamed that I had gone to the home of my sister Hania, where we listened to the 
radio and ate. I slept in the basement on the sofa, I was all right, I did not feel 
cold, I had covered myself with 5 blankets. The artillery continues to shoot. 

In the morning we went to the town to buy some meat, they were selling without 
coupons, at one butcher's shop we got 1 kg of meat and 1/4 kg of cold cuts, I 
continued the search and got more meat for 25 marks, it was about 7 or 8 kgs and 
1/4 of cold cuts, yesterday and today we were eating lunch at our landlady's place. 

]p Friday, Dec/1/44 4,40 p.m. 

The situation continues unchanged, no food can be bought, from our neighbor the 
baker we got a bit of bread, in exchange of fetching him some water, the railroad 
tracks that lead to Beningen had been dynamited. All afternoon Allied fighter 
aircraft were flying over us, the antiaircraft guns are shooting, I made a bundle f 
some of my things and I took them to the basement. 

]p Saturday, Dec/2/44 12,15 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed about Dora and two other girls, I woke up at 1 a.m., the 
American artillery continues attacking the town but not with the same intensity as 
before, we hear a fierce shooting from afar. Today once again we could get some 
meat for 6 marks, one piece of cold meat, corn flakes to make soup and some 
powders; since early this morning the allies are flying overhead. 

]p Sunday, Dec/3/44 10 a.m. 

In my dream I saw uncle Karol, my brother, Dora, and I think my parents too. 
Yesterday we helped our neighbor the baker with his work and for this he gave us 
white bread and sweet bread, he promised us that we can always count on him for our 
supply of bread, this is now very important, none of the bakers of the town is 
working any more. To tell the truth we have an abundance of food, we wanted to fry 
a bit of cold meat but it fell apart in pieces, we will eat it as it is, we also 
have sufficient meat. 

The artillery is firing less and almost all of it above the town, which makes us 
contented. 

Nobody knows what the real situation is, we feel hung up in the air, between the 
anvil and the hammer. We will cook something for lunch, it is raining. 

]p Monday, Dec/4/44 9, 30 a.m. 

As the day before had passed rather peacefully we slept at our room, in the 
afternoon we went looking for coal, we succeeded in getting a whole car full. At 
dawn some very heavy attacks began by the American artillery, which is still going 
on. 

]p Tuesday, Dec/5/44 12,15 p.m. 

We have slept once more in the basement, the American artillery is again attacking 
the town, a building three houses away from ours received two impacts, one can hear 
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the machine guns from ahead. For lunch we cooked a soup of rice flakes with milk 
powder which George had bought today, 4 kgs for 5 marks, we added a bit of 
saccharin, we liked it. 

]p 14 p .m. 

The bridge in our street by which one could cross the Saar river was dynamited by 
the SS, one of them told us that the German troops were re-eploying to a new 
frontline. Allied troops are at a distance of 4 kms from us. 

]p Wednesday, Dec/6/44 11 a.m. 

Three American soldiers passed by on our street, with walkie-talkies in their 
hands, asking whether there were still any German soldiers present. 

Artillery shots are flying all over, one can also hear the artillery from all 
sides. 

]p 12 a.m. 

Yesterday afternoon all the bridges of the town had been blown up, until then 
there were still some 10, all window panes in the town were shattered into pieces 
and almost all roofs were also blown away, ours too, one can hear without 
interruptions the firing and the explosions of the artillery shooting, the doors 
and the glasses windows are trembling continuously. The German troops had abandoned 
the town, shells are whistling all around. We are waiting for the American troops 
to enter at any moment. 

]p 1 p .m. 

At this moment a unit of American troops has entered the town, in the building in 
front of ours they flew a white flag on a broom stick, there are people on the 
street. 

]p 2,30 p .m. 

Every now and then one can hear single shots of artillery or of machine guns, 
generally speaking the town is peaceful. At last the hour of liberation had come, I 
am anxious to go as soon as possible to Tarnow, to learn about the destiny of those 
near to me but unfortunately that moment is still far away. Anyhow, I am giving 
thanks to God for having lived this day, until now we were standing in the street 
without getting tired of this spectacle we had expected so much. It is cool, George 
is lighting the fire in the stove. Groups of 4 or 5 Americans are walking on the 
street, at the crossings they run, because at the other side of the river there are 
still Germans. 

]p Thursday, Dec/7/44 5 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed of mother and Hania (my sister) . The Allied artillery and the 
German one are shooting at each other over our town and the river Saar, 
sporadically one can see some American soldiers. 

During the whole day I was helping the owner of the house to repair the roof of the 
house. 

]p Friday, Dec/8/44 4,45 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed about somebody of the family but I do not remember who. The 
situation unchanged, we are in between the Americans and the Germans. 

]p Saturday, Dec/9/44 10 a.m. 

I do not remember if I had dreamed anything. Both artilleries are still shooting 
at each other above our heads, yesterday some impacts of the Germans fell in the 
town, there were some wounded and a woman died. Yesterday I heard that all 
foreigners had to present themselves to the police so today I did, but for the 
moment this only referred to prisoners of war. 

On the street I saw some American vehicles, at one of the crossings of streets that 
cross the Saar river I had to run, because the Germans who are on the other side of 
the river were shooting at us. George was with me, our landlady had made an apple- 
pie for us, it was excellent, the day was cloudy and dark, I would like to know 
what was going on in Saarbriicken, if the things I had left there still exist. 

Inside me the desire to go to Tarnow is growing, but unfortunately I believe the 
Germans are still there, yesterday we were told that the Russians had taken 
Budapest and the Americans Cologne, I do not know if this is true, for the moment 
there are no newspapers and no electricity so that we cannot listen to the radio. 

]p Sunday, Dec/10/44 12 a.m. 

I slept at our room last night, I dreamed about my mother, Chamek my brother and 
with Marylka (my niece), yesterday evening I felt spiritually sick, I did not go 
downstairs, I went to bed. Madalene, the landlady's daughter, came to see how I 
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was, because George had told her that I had a headache. Really she is a very nice 
girl, for me like a sister, this morning also came to see me and brought me a tea, 
from early morning no more machine-gun shooting can be heard. The American infantry 
is attacking the other shore of the Saar. The day is cloudy, the landlady is 
cooking lunch for us. 

]p Monday, Dec/11/44 11,40 a.m. 

I have slept in our room, I dreamed about Alymayer and some other people of the 
company, George slept in the basement; in the morning Madalene came to visit me. 

The other shore of the Saar had also been taken by the Americans, the artillery 
goes on attacking the Germans. I went to the police where I denounced Philip and 
Michael (they were hiding in the town), I also asked if they could give me work as 
a driver, they told me to ask again in 3 or 4 days. 

]p Tuesday, Dec/12/44 11,30 a.m. 

At night I had dreamed of father and Schachter (a friend with whom I had worked 
together at the German storehouse in Tarnow). I slept in our room and George in the 
basement, the Germans continue to shoot at our town and the surroundings. One of 
the gendarmes who was with me last night at our bar promised to get me a job as a 
driver. 

]p Wednesday, Dec/13/44 3, 10 p.m. 

Last night I dreamed about my brother and my mother. George also came to sleep to 
our room, both artilleries are still shooting at one another, in the morning the 
Germans were again shooting at the town and rather densely at that, the shell 
fragments were falling in our yard and on the balcony. The day is cloudy but it 
does not rain. 

]p Thursday, Dec/14/44 12,15 p.m. 

I do not remember what I dreamed but I did not sleep well, I woke up at 12,30 a.m. 
and could not sleep any more, I am thinking if it were not better to present myself 
somewhere and tell them my real identity, but I do not know where I went to the 
police to ask about what I could hope for, in relation to my working as a driver, 
for the time being there is nothing, I will have to ask at some later moment. This 
thing of not doing anything attacks my nerves. I live as if at the end of the world 
without knowing how or where the front is, artillery goes on shooting. I have to 
decide what to do from now on, for the moment I do not know, if I happened to live 
in a town where nobody knew me perhaps it would be easier. I have to wait and see 
what time brings along, if I could only find a person to whom I could recount 
everything that had happened to me, maybe he could help me with something. There is 
much movement in town, American soldiers and military vehicles everywhere. On the 
Justice building the American and English flags are flying, on my overcoat lapel I 
tacked on a red and white ribbon (of the Polish flag). 

]p Friday, Dec/15/44 10,15 a.m. 

Yesterday afternoon I received two American chocolate bars which were delivered to 
the population in the supply centers, they also gave 5 liters of gas per family, I 
went with Madalene to try to get it for them but we were too late, they will 
continue to give it away. 

The front had got somewhat further from the town, the American artillery goes on 
shooting, the German one had attacked our town yesterday afternoon. 

]p Saturday, Dec/16/44 10 a.m. 

Yesterday morning I went to the Justice building where there was an American who 
spoke German, I asked him if they could give me job as a driver, he said no, but he 
directed me to the school building for further information, there also I found 
somebody who spoke German, he also told me that it was impossible to give me a job 
as a driver but in view of my having worked as a foreman they can give me work, 
that they needed people who spoke different languages, but under the condition that 
I went to live to the school building which they were occupying and had turned into 
an encampment and which functioned as a point of concentration for foreigners who 
had been brought by the Germans as forced laborers and who, when the Germans 
escaped, remained trapped at the front, without shelter or food, and it was winter; 
I could speak Polish, German, Russian and Yiddish. 

I have to decide if I go with them. 

In the afternoon we went for the gas, George and I, but they had run out of it 
before it would have been our turn. At night some Americans came to our bar, some 
were the same who had come the day before, they brought whiskey and wine. 
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]p Sunday, Dec/17/44 

This morning I went with Madalene for the gas, this time we were lucky, we got it. 
This morning the Germans attacked once again our town, one can hear the bursts of 
the machine guns and the firings of the American artillery which shoots over the 
town and the river, attacking the Germans. During the night I had dreamt about 
mother and somebody else. 

In the afternoon, one of the Americans we had already met came back, the situation 
at the front is unchanged. I have to go downstairs where George is waiting for me, 
so we go to fetch water for the baker M*ller. 

Here the diary ends, the rest is based on my memory. 

_4. I N THE ARM Y_ 

In the afternoon, I presented myself at the American office and accepted the 
job and to be short: this unit of the American army belonged to the third army 
commanded by General Eisenhower and was called D.P.8., it was commanded by Captain 
Clarence E. Jack, his second was lieutenant Harold C. Berry, provisionally there 
were four officers more and some 15 soldiers or non-com; a certain Captain De Kanig 
was also part of it and 5 French lady-officers, periodically a Russian officer too 
and a Polish one. The mission of this unit was to advance with the front and each 
time that a city or a town got occupied, they selected a big building, generally a 
school or an ex-military quarters, designating it as the point of concentration, 
then they displayed arrows at the most important street crossings pointing there 
and the information, in a number of Allied languages, for all unprotected 
foreigners to follow the arrows. In that place they were fed and registered, they 
were given a refugee card and shelter for the first night. The following day they 
were embarked on the trucks that were bringing supplies to the front and were going 
back empty, to take them as far away from the front-line as they could; the 
Americans had it all very well organized, the convoys knew that if returning empty 
they had to accept our orders and give the people a lift, once they were far from 
the front other units similar to the DP 8 were waiting for them and gave them 
shelter in more solid camps. 

When I became part of detachment DP 8 there were two other young Poles already 
there and two Yugoslavs ex PW (prisoners of war), none of us five spoke English, 
this was very uncomfortable, I always had to be near one of the Americans who spoke 
German, who were two or to two others who spoke Polish, to receive orders. On 
December 30 1944 the front began to advance and we with it, I left part of my 
baggage with the Laurang family who were the owners of the boarding-house and I 
went along with the unit. The two Americans who spoke German were Jews, one was 
Nathan Van Leuwen, born in Holland and the other Strauss, born in Vienna, with the 
passage of time I became good friends with Nathan. My chief job was when entering a 
town, to find a big building for the concentration of the foreigners, to locate the 
German ex-mayor, making him responsible for their provisioning with all the 
necessities except food which was supplied by the Army, many of the people who 
concurred to these points of concentration were ex-concentration camp inmates and 
were in very bad physical shape, our instructions were to give them food in a very 
measured way, until their digestive system began to function again, normally this 
was to avoid worse things but "how do you make these people understand this, who 
have suffered hunger for years?" during the night they assaulted our food stores, 
they ate until sated and in the morning the tragedy began, these were very painful 
situations, they had survived the worst, they were not going to lack food, but they 
did not believe us. I also selected dwellings to house our unit while we staying in 
that place, generally I chose nice chalets. I had some practice in that, because 
when the Germans had entered into Poland they chose the best houses, they gave us 
half an hour to abandon it, allowing us to take everything that one can carry in 
the hands, one was so confused, without knowing where to begin, that when our 
thoughts began to clear up a bit we were told: Time is out, you have to go; I was 
saying the same but at a certain place I chose a house, I went in and saw a young 
woman with a little girl in her arms, she made me remember my sister so very much 
that I could not say the words, I just turned around and went to look for another 
house. 
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At the places of concentration and walking on the streets, wherever I saw a group 
of foreigners, many of them with the striped uniform of the camps and emaciated, I 
always approached them looking to find somebody from my town, there was an 
opportunity when I saw on a street of a certain town a group hauling a cart which 
had some backpacks on it, when I came nearer one of the group recognized me, he was 
of Tarnow, was called Lusiek Braun, he knew nothing of my family but he told me 
that at the hospital they had a Mr. Spigel interned, of Tarnow, who had been with 
him formerly in the concentration camp. 

To Lusiek I gave my military address and we were having a correspondence for many 
years to come. I went to the hospital to visit Mr. Spigel, he used to have a 
family, a wife and two sons, one of my age and the other three years my senior, he 
had been the owner of an important suitcase factory, I had had a friendship with 
his younger son, he was the only one who had survived, the son who had been my 
friend had died in the camp the day they were liberated. 

Our unit continued advancing accompanying the front-line, as we were advancing 
further and further into Germany and other countries occupied by them, the number 
of foreigners liberated from the concentration camps, of ex-prisoners of war and 
those of forced labor increased enormously and with them our work of collecting and 
feeding them and evacuating them from the front lines, but thanks to a good 
organization and the humane dedication of the group everything functioned 
correctly. 

The itinerary of our unit after my having joined it was the following: 

Date Place Country With units of the 3rd Army_ 

12.11-31.44 Sarreguemines France T. USA 

1.1.45 Dombasle " " 

1.2.45 St. Nicholas " " 

1.3.45 Dombasle " " 

1.4.45 St. Nicholas " " 

1.9.45 Briey " " 

1.10.45 Arlon Belgium 1st group, VIII Corps 

1.12.45 Joeuf " " 


1.13.45 Arlon " " 

1.26.45 Asselborn Luxembourg 90th Infantry Division 

1.27.45 Trois- Vierges " 90th & 89th Infantry Div. 

1.28.45 " " 11th Army and 6th Cavalry 

2.9.45 " " VIII Corps 

3.1.45 Echternach " XII Corps 

3.7.45 Steinborn Germany 4th Army, 5th Infantry 

3.8.45 Daun " 80th & 76th Infantry 

3.10.45 Burg Seinsfeld " 2nd Cavalry Group 

3.14.45 Kaisersesch " 6th Infantry 

3.19.45 Rheinbollen " 26th & 90th Division 

3.24.45 Gonsenheim " 2nd Cavalry & 90th Divis. 

3.27.45 Gross Steinheim " 26th 4th Army 

4.1.45 Gedern " 2nd Cavalry Group 

4.2.45 Hersfeld " 87th Division 

4.6.45 Schmalkalden " 26th Division 

4.11.45 Coburg " 71th Division 

4.15.45 Kulmbach " 71st Division & 11th Army 

4.19.45 Munchberg " Xllth Group 

4.23.45 Weiden " 26th Division 

4.28.45 Grafenau " 11th Army & 5th Division 

5.3.45 Breitenburg " " " 

5.8.45 Winterburg Czechosl. 5th Division 

5.12.45 Urfahr Austria 11th Army 

6.3.45 " " 11th Army & 65th Division 

6.11.45 Straubing Germany XII Corps 

6.12.45 Vilshofen " 83rd Division 

6.14.45 Straubing " XII Corps 
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6.16.45 Pfarrkichen " 83rd & 102nd Divisions 

6.18.45 Passau " " 

7.45 Doggendorf " " " 

7.24.45 Vilshofen " XII Corps 102nd Division 

At some moment during the movement of the front the concentration Camp of 
Mauthausen was freed, I was anxious to try to find somebody of my town, I got a 
permit from our commanding officer Captain Jack to make a visit to the camp, it is 
impossible to describe the horrors I saw there, everything that was shown later in 
pictures or movies is only a small part of reality. I went through barracks after 
barracks, asking for people from Tarnow, at one of the last barracks when I was 
already retiring, resigned to not having found anybody, I took off my cap because 
of the intense heat and in that moment a girl rises from her cot, looks at me and 
asks: are you not Szymek Lichtig? She turned out to be a girl of my age who lived a 
block away from our home, with the head shaved, very thin, with the striped uniform 
of the camp, I would not have recognized her, she told me that the only one she saw 
of my family was my father at the Plaszow camp, near Krakow, in Poland, and that 
she never saw him again. The uncle of this girl was the owner of a horse-drawn 
carriage, which the Gestapo had used to drive around the town, sowing terror among 
the poor Jews who were marching along on the pavement (using the sidewalks was 
forbidden going to work or returning to the ghetto, sometimes they stopped the 
carriage, chose one of the Jews who were marching in the group, they shot him dead 
and continued their tour. 

The battlefront was advancing quickly and we with them, I quickly learned to speak 
English, frequently I jumped into a conversation in the Tarzan style, it is 
necessity that obliges one, it was important to make myself understood. I was 
generally part of a group of four who traveled in the jeep with a trailer for the 
baggage, made up of lieutenant Harold Berry, Nathan Van Leuwen, I and some other 
member of the group who was not always the same person. 

One day we were advancing with the front, very slowly, at about 10 o'clock there 
came the order to retreat some 3 kms, we did not know why, we suspected that the 
Germans were pushing us back, after we had retired, our artillery which was behind 
us, opened fire above our heads at a village which was ahead of us and which we 
should have taken, it happened that Intelligence learned that this village was 
going to be defended by SS troops. 

At 12 o'clock midday we saw how they hanged out white flags, artillery ceased 
shooting, at 15 p.m. we took the place without a single shot from the infantry. 

The commander of the American tank units was General Patton, he gave the order to 
his units that they should advance at the maximum possible speed, even if it meant 
infantry being left far behind, as a result of this, many German units stayed off 
the roads, they hid in the forests and attacked individual American vehicles. 
Chatting while we were travelling on the jeep with Strauss, the American Jew of 
Viennese origin (Austria), I told him that when I will have the opportunity to take 
revenge for the death of my family I shall kill 10 Germans for each of them, he 
answered: and if I see you I shall denounce you; I confronted him with much 
indignation saying how it was that he, being a Jew, can say such a thing? He looked 
at me with tranquillity and said: Yes because we did not come here to do the same 
that they did. It took me many years to understand how right he was, I had many 
opportunities to do my vengeance, but I could not do it, when I had them before me, 
pointing my gun at them; when they threw their arms away, sinking to their knees, 
raising their arms and asking. Comrade do not kill me, I was unable to pull the 
trigger, which made me angry against myself and I always reprimanded myself, 
because they had had no qualms doing it, and not only against soldiers but against 
women, old people and children, in a vicious way that seemed to show that they 
enjoyed the killing. I would not hesitate to shoot against an armed German, because 
in that case it would be him or me, whoever shoots first, but against defenseless 
people? Are we really made so differently? Why? 

One morning, being in a German city, where we had lots of people at our point of 
concentration, our unit received an order to advance with the front. To be able to 
do also our duty of evacuating them, our commander Captain Jack ordered the 
detachment to advance, with the exception of our group of four i.e. those who 
traveled in the jeep; with lieutenant Berry we were to stay until the afternoon to 
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finish the evacuation and then follow the road that had been taken by the rest of 
us in the morning, to meet them at the next town that was to be occupied. 

At a certain moment when we had already finished our job, we began moving, taking 
the route that had been agreed upon earlier, but where the road was crossing in the 
middle of a forest, we began to be shot at from both sides, these were German units 
that had been dispersed and who hid in the forest; somewhat further ahead the road 
was blocked by some disabled American trucks and by the shooting; there were also 
wounded soldiers on the road. In view of the fact that the shooting against us was 
continuing, we stopped the jeep, leaving the motor running and we jumped into a 
ditch, the only way to get out of the ambush consisted of turning the jeep around 
and return by the same road, but maneuvering the jeep with the trailer in a place 
where there were a number of disabled vehicles, some of them overturned and under 
enemy fire was not easy, once in a while one of us jumped into the jeep, moved it a 
little, while the others of the group covered him with their fire and then he 
jumped back into the ditch again. 

Once we had succeeded in turning the jeep around, we all jumped in and started at 
full speed to retrace the road we had covered before. It was the night already and 
as we had the lights blacked out we had to drive slowly, at a given moment we saw 
at a distance a house with lights in it, as we did not know who might be inside we 
got nearer with utmost care, luckily it was a command unit of American tanks, we 
told the officer in charge what had happened to us, he offered that we stay with 
them and in the morning we could accompany them to go after the Germans. So it was 
done, as soon as day broke we left, in the middle of a column of tanks, in search 
of the place where they had ambushed us, we found them, they were all of the SS, we 
took them prisoners. 

I was taking in one of them who was already disarmed and was walking before me, 
when at a given moment he began to run in the direction of the woods, I shouted in 
German that he stop but he did not; I shot at him, he fell, I shot once again, the 
bullet's impact shook him, I did not get any nearer because I was very near to the 
forest and I thought that some of them can still be there and could shoot at me. 

This was the only time that I had shot at somebody whose face I had seen shortly 
before, I am not proud to have shot him but I did not have any choice. 

A French soldier who was with our unit and who acted as driver and who had left the 
day before with his truck in the morning was also trapped by this group of SS in 
the same place and was made a prisoner, he was liberated by the motorized troops 
that came with us. 

It was the month of March 1945, the number of the people who passed through our 
camps was increasing rapidly, in this month alone we had evacuated from the front 
some 50,000 people, it has been calculated that altogether this unit evacuated 
before the end of the war 300,000 people. 

All this could be done thanks to the notable collaboration of the American 
commanders at the battlefront, who always permitted that the convoys that brought 
provisions to the front and were returning empty, take along these people and also 
to the eminent dedication of the entire small group of our unit. 

I remember that one day we arrived at the small town of Arlon, in Belgium, near 
Luxembourg, at that time the Germans made their last attempt to attack the American 
front near there, they took 60 prisoners and before retiring they machine-gunned 
all of them, it was commented that one of the Americans who later had to collect 
the dead found among them his own brother. 

In the war and especially in the din of the battle, many of us did things that, 
when we think about them now, seem to be crazy, but at the moment of doing them we 
did not think much of the risks we incurred, we did those things because at the 
moment it seemed that it was necessary to do them, nobody thinks of doing them to 
become a hero, though later it can turn out that he was one, we all were afraid, 
some of us had it more under control than the others. In a certain opportunity when 
camping in a small village some foreign refugees informed us that in the woods 
nearby there were some Hungarian soldiers, we took a jeep and with two other 
companions we went to explore, at the edge of the wood one of them remained by the 
jeep as a guard while the other one and I went slowly in, at a certain moment we 
saw two officers walking, we confronted them one from each side, they were 
surprised to hear the order of Hands up, they obeyed, we disarmed them, they had 
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revolvers, I spoke to them in German, one of them told me that he was the commander 
of the unit. We told them that the wood was surrounded and to avoid useless deaths 
they must collect their people and deliver the arms to us, they agreed, they took 
us to a level ground where they were camping, they gathered their people, spoke to 
them in their language, then collected the small arms they had and bundled them up 
in some canvas. We told the commander that he had to give us some men to take the 
arms to the truck and that the rest had to stay where they were until we sent for 
them, they agreed, when we got to the edge of the wood they were all surprised 

(those who carried the arms) seeing a single jeep with one man only. I think that 

the Hungarians must have been also tired of fighting for the lost cause of the 
Germans and that they themselves felt lost, this might be the reason because of 
which they gave up so easily. When we recounted this to our commander and delivered 
the arms to him, he found it difficult to believe. 

On another opportunity, two Polish boys came to tell us that they were staying, 
together with some other foreigners, in a house at the edge of a wood and that some 
German soldiers came to occupy the neighboring barn and that they were taking away 
their food. I went together with a companion to investigate, we checked the barn 
and did not find them, but at a certain moment we saw three of them running into 
the woods, we did not follow them, we evacuated the foreigners. 

Every once in a while Allied officers of different nationalities joined our group 

to collaborate in the rescue of their countrymen. 

The Polish officers who came were from the 2nd Polish Corps of General Anders, 
which formed part of the 8th British army under the command of General Montgomery. 
Our unit joined this army towards the end of March 1945 for a few days, after 
having a conversation with our commander Captain Jack and hearing from him about 
our performance, he decided that the three Poles who were in the unit should be 
incorporated into the Polish army and destined to the DP 8 of the 3rd US army as 
members of a liaison group, i.e. we continued in the same unit, but as Polish 
soldiers. When they were Russians the soldiers who appeared, they always brought 
along an interpreter who only spoke Russian and German, I used to translate it into 
English, which at that time was already functioning fairly well. 

The German front was collapsing more and more quickly and the number of foreigners 
freed continued to increase. Towards the end of March 1945 a Polish captain came to 
us and stayed with us until the end of June 1945, he was Captain Feldman, a lawyer 
in civilian life, he was doing service in the Polish army when the war started in 
1939, was made prisoner of the Germans during 4 1/2 years, until he was liberated 
by the Americans. 

All the American vehicles and especially the armored ones and the trucks had on 
their roof a piece of orange canvas of about 1 meter wide, this was because of the 
swift advance of the front (especially of the armor), so that the Allied planes 
which were permanently active on the front, could see how far had our own forces 
advanced and avoid bombing them; even so this did happen sometimes. 

The Russian front was advancing more slowly, the American aviation sometimes came 
to their help attacking the Germans who were in retreat before them. 

As I had mentioned before, in the towns where we organized the concentration 
points of the people from the Allied countries, we looked for the ex-mayors and we 
made them responsible of supplying mattresses, blankets, sheets and clothing, 
especially clothes, in our treatment of these men we were always very brief, we 
told them that unless they supplied those things we will go into the private homes, 
together with the displaced persons and we will take things ourselves. All the 
Germans whom I ever met always said the same story. I am not a Nazi, I was obliged 
to become a party member, we did not know anything about the concentration camps, 
the only one who told me in the face that he was a Nazi was the owner of a tire 
factory, not even those who lived in the neighborhood of the camps admitted of 
having known about their existence. 

During the month of April 1945 we followed the front, doing always the same job 
which became more and more strenuous, because the quantity of people who concurred 
to our centers was continually increasing. The distance between us and the Russian 
front was getting smaller, we arrived first to the predetermined point of encounter 
(which later turned out to be the border of the two Germanys) so we continued to 
advance a bit into the future Russian zone from where, once we had met them, we 
retired, giving it over to them. The number of German troops who gave up themselves 
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was also quickly increasing, towards the end of April 1945 whole units were already 
surrendering. When we arrived at Grafenau, Germany, on the Czechoslovak border, it 
was April 29, I was alone in the jeep, I suddenly met on the road a whole column of 
motorized German soldiers who came in my direction, I did not understand what was 
happening, the first thing I was thinking was that I had made a mistake and that I 
had entered territory which had not been conquered yet, with much apprehension I 
continued advancing on my side of the road, I saw the officers with their revolvers 
at their belt, the soldiers with their rifles, the cannons on trailers behind the 
vehicles, but nobody stopped me, I was disoriented. Then at the end of a large 
column there were two jeeps of American military police with two men in each one, 
they had the windshield lying flat on the hood, one of them was driving and the 
other sitting with the feet propped up against the windshield, with his hands on 
the machine-gun mounted at the foremost part of the jeep, they were bringing in the 
Germans as prisoners, I breathed with relief. What happened was that when we got 
nearer to the Russians, we found that the Germans were fleeing those, to deliver 
themselves to the Americans. 

When we met the Russian troops I felt much moved, they also had suffered enormous 
losses caused by the Germans. On the 2nd of May 1945 the Russians took Berlin. 

On the 8th of May 1945 we arrived at Winterburg, Czechoslovakia, we had lodgings in 
a house at the shore of a lake, at night we got news of the unconditional rendition 
of Germany, it is impossible to describe the happiness this news brought us, when I 
heard on the radio the BBC of London, the bells, and the announcer saying: These 
are the bells of peace, the war and the sufferings are over, my tears began to 
fall, I had been waiting for these words for 5 years. At our side there was an 
American artillery unit, they pushed their guns into the lake, threw water over 
them, saying that they had to rust because they were going to a museum. We said 
that surely there will be no wars for the next 100 years, how naive we were (in a 
short time Korea began). On the day May the 9th in the morning there appeared on 
the sky two German fighter planes and began to attack us at a low altitude, almost 
all of the military trucks and many jeeps had a machine-gun mounted on them and 
they all began to shoot, in a few seconds both planes went down, covered by flames. 
The war having finished, we began to organize more stable refugee camps, to 
register the people and to assemble them in groups according to their 
nationalities. In a short time, our unit was converted from DP 8 to Military 
Government for the occupied zones, always continuing with the same work with the 
refugees but instead of evacuating them, we were preparing them for their 
repatriation to their respective countries, we began with those who could return to 
their homes without having to cross the zones occupied by Russia. With those who 
did have to cross these zones there was a problem, the Russians did not allow them 
to enter. 

Neither wanted they to receive their countrymen who came from forced labor, 
concentration camps or their own military who had fallen prisoners to the Germans, 
during so many years of war. We began to have meetings with the commanders of the 
Russian Military Governments to find a solution for all these suffering people whom 
they did not let return to their homes. The meetings generally took place one on 

our side and one on theirs of the limit which had been drawn, i.e. in the 

respective offices. Whenever they came over to our side, their cars always came 
with a minimum of fuel, just enough to get there and they always asked us to fill 
up the tanks for the return journey, on an opportunity when it was us who had to 

visit them and because of having had to look over more places than we had planned, 

we found ourselves short of gas, we got 20 liters after a lot of problems, I think 
they had difficulties with their supplies. Generally speaking the Russian soldier 
was a very crude man, accustomed to suffering and to endure anything, it was said 
that with a gun hung up on his shoulder with a string, a bit of dry bread and water 
to soak it in, he was ready for battle; ours were OK, they had plenty of 
everything, in the vehicles we always had packages of individual dry rations, these 
were boxes closed hermetically, covered by paraffin, e.g. those for breakfast had a 
small can of ham and eggs, crackers, a chocolate bar, a bag of coffee, one of milk- 
powder, a bar of sweetmeats, 5 cigarettes, toilet paper, solid alcohol tablets to 
make a fire and some other things I do not remember. 

All our meetings with the Russians were about repatriation, there was nothing to be 
done, for one of the meetings with them we took along a Russian major who had 
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fallen prisoner of the Germans almost 3 years earlier, thinking that this may help 
to convince them. As soon as the Russian commander had entered the meeting hall, 
looking at the ex-prisoner asked who he was (even though he was in uniform) and 
when we explained it to him, he made him get out of the room in a very rude way, I 
imagine how the poor major must have felt. Later we found out the reason why they 
did not want to receive their people who had been liberated from the Germans, 

Stalin had given an order that no Russian can become a prisoner to the Germans, 
they had to fight until death. 

Towards the end of May 1945, people from the United Nations Organization, called 
U.N.R.R.A. (I believe it meant United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation 
Administration) began to take over the camps, we collaborated in every possible 
way. Following that, repatriation began of all those who belonged to Western 
nations, the only ones who stayed on in the camps were those who belonged to 
countries that had fallen under Russian domination and many of those had decided 
not to return. 

In June the miracle occurred, the Russian commander informed us that the 
repatriation of their people had been accepted, it was agreed that we transport 
them to a camp on their side of the limit that separated both zones. According to 
orders repatriation was compulsive and there the drama began with those who did not 
want to return, especially Russians and Hungarians, with time the U.N.R.R.A. people 
learned how to handle this problem. We prepared convoys of 10 or 15 military 
trucks, we filled them with the people and their few belongings and took them to 
the Russian zone, even though we had orders written in both languages, their 
frontier guards always invented some reason to not let us cross, making us lose 
hours, almost always they insisted in checking the little baggage these people had, 
which we opposed because, as we had seen in the first transports, the soldiers took 
advantage of the opportunity and stole what they wanted, and they wanted almost 
everything. 

Each trip lasted about 18 to 24 hours, the distance of going and coming could be 
around 400 kms, the biggest part of the time was lost in useless discussions with 
the frontier guards, as I spoke Russian, it was almost always my duty to be in 
charge of the convoys. 

The biggest problem was that the soldier who was on guard duty at that moment at 
the border-crossing was the owner and master to decide if we went through or not, 
when I asked them to allow me to speak to the officer in charge they answered: "You 
are not a Russian, you do not have why to speak with my officer", if at some times 
I did succeed in doing it, generally we could resolve the problems that had been 
invented. 

On one of the trips when we arrived with the convoy to the border, a Russian 
sergeant who was the guard did not want to let me pass by any means and he answered 
Niet (no) to all my requests and arguments, we decided to try at another crossing 
30 kms further, there we got through without any problems. 

On another trip we arrived at the border, I showed the guard the orders and he said 
Niet, my requests to speak to the officer were of no avail, neither the argument 
that there were many in the convoy and that we did not have food to give them (this 
was a lie, we always had dried rations for emergencies), after waiting some hours 
for the arrival of the officer who never came, he told me that he did not let us 
pass because the order had no stamp on it, the Americans in general did not use 
stamps, the officer who signed the order put his complete name, his unit, all this 
clearly written and this was enough, but not for this man. I assembled the drivers 
and explained the problem to them, I thought of leaving the convoy there, take a 
truck, return with it to some military unit and get a stamp, but one of them, a 
young Negro man, gave me a better solution, he told me that he had a quarter dollar 
coin. I went back to the Russian sergeant, told him that we will go with a truck to 
get the stamp, he agreed, we returned to the nearest village, I got some ink, I wet 
the quarter and made an impression on the document and we returned to the border, 
the Russian looked at it. Now it is correct, you may cross. When we arrived at the 
camp a Russian soldier approached me, looked at my wrist-watch, it was a cheap 
German watch like the ones that now sell for U$ 10. and he offered me to exchange 
watches, I looked at his and it was a Longines, I explained to him that my watch 
was a German one and cheap and his was of a very good brand and well known, that it 
was not convenient for him to make the swap; as I returned to this place every 
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other day, I did not want him to come to me with problems when I next came; he 
looked at me and said: Lies, you use an American uniform, your watch is American, 
he insisted on swapping, we did so, I used the Longines thereafter for 20 years. 
When I saw for the first time a Russian driving a jeep I told him, you are driving 
an American jeep, he looked at me surprised and said, this is no American jeep, 
this is a Russian one, I answered that I knew all right that now it was Russian, 
but that it had been manufactured in America. He said no and as a proof showed me 
the plaque with instructions written in Russian, at that time many of them were 
very naive. 

Thanks to my companion and friend Nathan Van Leuven I contacted by mail a kibbutz 
of the Sionist organization Akiba to which I had belonged in Poland and which was 
in Petaj Tikva in the then Palestine, thinking of the possibility of going to live 
there. 

Towards the end of July 1945, being at Vilshofen, Germany, the members of our unit 
received orders to return to the USA to be demobilized. Van Leuwen stayed on in 
Germany for some months as a member of the UNRRA. 

The other two Poles and I stayed on as members of the Army liaison detail to the 
102nd division, USA, and later we were transferred to the Military Government at 
Regensburg, Germany, our work was always related to the refugees. There I contacted 
a woman of the Jewish Agency, for whom I was buying revolvers from the soldiers who 
had German small arms and were taking them home as memorabilia. I commented to her 
that I had the intention to travel to Palestine, with the illegal immigration. We 
agreed that she will handle the organization of the voyage and as soon as I had the 
sailing date of the ship from Rome, I will take out a leave at the Army to go to 
Rome in my car, which I had bought in exchange for some cartons of cigarettes and 
bottles of wine, from a Ford concessionaire. 

Our Military Government in Regensburg had a Legal section too, sometimes it was my 
duty to act as interpreter in cases where refugees were involved, the Judge was our 
Major, who in his civilian life had also been a judge in the USA, he was a very 
agreeable and stable person. 

In April 1946 the lady of the Jewish Agency advised me that on May 15, 1946 I had 
to present myself in Rome to embark for the voyage to Palestina, I received all the 
necessary instructions, once in Rome I had to hand the car over, desert the army 
and embark. It was all thought out and organized, I got the permission to go to 
Rome for two weeks in my car but, as they say, man proposes and God disposes, one 
day before starting my trip, I got a severe angina with high fever, I was interned 
at the military hospital for a week. When I got out, I tried to contact the lady at 
the Agency, but she was not in Regensburg any more and nobody substituted her, I 
had lost my only contact and the possibility to travel to Palestina, it is 
incredible how it happens sometimes that the occurrence of some unforeseeable event 
changes one's whole life. 

In September 1946 the head of the Polish liaison mission with a seat at the Command 
of the 3rd US Army at Munich transferred me to the Command of the 2nd Corps of the 
Polish Army, under the command of the 8th British Army at the city of Ancona, 

Italy, to which I traveled with my car and where I sold it. 

There I was doing administrative work at General Headquarters, rather boring, and 
in February 1947 we were transferred to Delamere Park Camp, near Northwich, 
Cheshire, England, always with the General Command of the 2nd corps. 

Once there I was assigned as an interpreter to the office of the British military 
counselor, which was directed by Captain Flavell and a Sergeant Mayor, the first 
one English and the second Irish, the captain was an older man who had spent many 
years with the colonial administration in India. I had a very good relationship 
with both of them, many times for the weekends he invited me to go with them to 
visit his friends or see places. Our office had at its disposition a pickup truck 
and a motorbike, I used both of them many times. 

I lived at the camp in a big room in a barracks together with another three Polish 
non-com officers, one of them was a nice guy, the other was uncouth, with few 
aptitudes, the third resulted to have come from Tarnow, his family lived near the 
train-station, he was a grumbler with a distrustful look, he continued to have in 
Poland a wife and children with whom he was exchanging letters. 

I think that during that time he must have sent to Tarnow, to his wife, some 
picture where I was present, and probably also asked to have me identified, because 
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one day he told me that his wife wrote to him that she had been offered business 
premises at Rybna street 2, which was the place where my parents had their shop, I 
answered that I knew where it was, it was a convenient location, he never again 
raised the topic but I was aware that I had been identified. I felt very lonely, 
and though there was no danger in being identified, one day it occurred to me to 
write to the Jewish community of Tarnow telling them who I was, asking to be 
informed if I had any surviving relative, I also remembered that when I was 11 in 
the year 1933, a cousin of my mother who was an amateur sportsman went to Palestina 
for a Maccabbee tournament (something like an Olympics) and remained there, I knew 
that he had worked in Tel Aviv at the Rutemberg electricity generating station. He 
was called Erwin Lichtblau, then I also wrote a letter to Rutemberg, explaining who 
I was and asking them that if he was still there they give him my letter and if 
not, that they write me giving his address if possible. 

A number of weeks went by; one day they handed me a letter at the Post Office, it 
was addressed to me, but the sender was a Dora Wachsman whom I did not know, so I 
told the postman that it must be a mistake, he looked at me and said: it is 
addressed to you, what mistake can there be? I opened it and what a nice surprise, 
it was from my aunt Dora Werker, it turned out that in September 1939, ahead of the 
German advance she, her husband uncle Herman, children Ruth and Fredek had arrived 
at the city of Lwow which was part of Poland and which, by virtue of the Stalin- 
Hitler pact got occupied by Russia and they took all the refugees who had come from 
other cities and sent them to Siberia, there uncle Herman died. 

When Hitler attacked Russia, the Polish army was getting organized in England and 
they needed men. England made an agreement with Russia that the Poles who were on 
its territory and who enlisted into the Polish army could get out of Russia 
together with their relatives, my cousin Fredek enlisted in the RAF and the whole 
family was moved to Palestina. There, after some time, my aunt Dora married again 
and from there the surname Wachsman. Erwin was still working at Rutemberg and the 
company gave him my letter, he informed Dora, she wrote to me that Ruth had married 
in Tel Aviv and that Fredek was in Leicester, England, in the next letter she sent 
me his address and telephone number and also informed me that those who survived 
the war were: my aunt Zosia (Tekla), her husband uncle Smil (Karol), she was a 
sister of my mother, her children Hania (Kristina) with her second husband Iziek 
Celcer (Tadeo), the first one had died of typhoid fever after the war, Olga (Sala) 
with her husband Antek Wahl, Fajwek (Wojtek) and his wife Rozia (Mary) Fuchs the 
one who did not survive was older son Gienek uncle Iziek (Alfred, brother of my 
mother) with wife aunt Helena (Zosia) and his son George. The same day in the 
afternoon I got a letter from Erwin, who gave me the same news, they were all in 
Berlin, Western Germany, he had married and had a daughter Awiwa. 

I called Fredek on the phone, Leicester was 4 hours by train from where I was, next 
weekend I went to see him, we arranged that he will come to the station to receive 
me, we did not know if we will recognize each other, so just to be on the safe 
side, we described ourselves on the phone, but when we did see each other there 

were no doubts, the embrace we gave each other was full of emotion, after such 

terrible 7 years which looked like eternity, especially the 5 of the war. 

With those who lived in Berlin I got in touch by mail, and immediately I requested 
a leave from the army to visit them, it took them some three months to approve it, 
but I did not get very far, when I presented myself in London to get the travel 
documents from the War Ministry, they informed me that the Russian blockade of 
Berlin had begun and all leaves had been suspended. 

With Fredek we wrote each other and also spoke on the phone once every week, we 

also met at least once a month. 

I also had correspondence with the ex-officers of the DP 8, Jack and Berry. In a 
short time, those of Berlin told me that they will move to Paris, France; as soon 
as I knew that the Jachimowicz and the Celcer arrived there, I asked for a leave to 
go there for 14 days, it was granted immediately, it is difficult to describe what 
I felt seeing and embracing them, it was like meeting somebody who returned from 
the other world, I enjoyed it tremendously. 

Those who still had not arrived from Berlin were the Fuchs and my leave was running 
out, I went to the British military command and explained my situation to the 
officer, he looked at me and said: so you have an angina and cannot travel, he 
extended my leave by a week, but the Fuchs still did not arrive, at last they 
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confirmed by phone that they were going to arrive on the following Monday, but my 
leave was running out on Friday. I was desperate to see them, it took all the 
courage I had but again I went to the Command, I explained the officer what was 
happening and I told him: Sir, if it cannot be helped I shall return, but if it is 
at all possible please let me see them, even if it is for a single day, he gave me 
another week and with great happiness I received the Fuchs family. 

At the end of 1947 I received a letter from the Jewish community of Tarnow, in 
which they informed me that the Jachimowicz, the Fuchs and my father had survived 
but not in Tarnow and they did not know where they were, I realized that as for my 
father it was an unfortunate mistake, because if it had not been, someone of all 
the others who had returned to Tarnow would know something about him. 

My work at the British Advisory Staff office continued to be normal and my 
relationship with them continued to be good. 

My English was always of the American type, one day I was the only one in the 

office and a British general called from the War Ministry of London, I informed him 

that at that moment the person he was looking for was not in, and that when he will 
be back, he will call; later we laughed a lot because when he called, the first 
thing the general asked him was: Who is the yankee in your office? 

At the beginning of 1948 I again went for 14 days to visit the family in Paris, 
this time together with Fedek, being together with all of them was a bit like 
returning home, besides that, with the exception of aunt Dora, Erwin and Ruth, 
those who were there were the only ones left to me. 

Those who died in the Holocaust of those nearest to me were: my parents, my sister 

Hania, her husband Manek Malaver, their daughter Marylka of 3 years, my brother 

Chamek, my maternal and paternal grandmothers, a paternal aunt, the two brothers of 

my father with their wives and two adolescent children of each, uncle Fredek, my 
mother's brother, with his wife and a son of my age, my cousin Genek Jachimowicz 
and my beloved Dora Fluhr. 

Before leaving Paris, we had agreed among all of us that we will emigrate to 
Argentina, when and if we could get the visas, the Peron government made it 
difficult for Jews to get visas, I had the advantage the transactions for getting 
me a visa were made by the British army and besides I was still known by my false 
name as Jan Mizera, a Catholic, all the others got their visas by paying money, the 
Army also handled the obtaintion of a passport similar to what in this country is 
called "Not Argentine" and in England a "Travel Document". 

The husband of Hania (Kristina) Celcer found in Paris a friend from high school in 

Krakow, who was called Friedner and when he commented to him that he was going to 

Argentina, the friend answered that he had an uncle, brother of his father, who 
lived in Buenos Aires, who could give him useful advice once he had arrived there. 
From my military camp at Delamere Park Camps I maintained a weekly contact with 
Paris and with Fredek in Leicester, whom I also visited at least once a month. 

In August 1948 I had been informed that my travel documentation was ready and a few 
days later that my visa had been granted, that the army will transport me to Buenos 
Aires free of charge, but I had to wait until some vessel of His Majesty's Navy 
would sail for that region. 

At that time it was very difficult to get a passage on a ship, the cause being that 
there were few because many had been sunk during the war and that very many people 
wanted to escape from Europe, out of fear of a possible war with Russia. 

I think it was in September that the Celcer family traveled by a boat to Buenos 
Aires, as an advance mission. Frederick (Wojtek) insisted with me through the 
telephone to renounce the military transport, that I should come to Paris and that 
they will pay for my passage to Buenos Aires, because as the Korean war was already 
in full swing, it could happen that the army would not want to give me my 
discharge. I presented my request for being demobilized and renounced the transport 
to Buenos Aires, taking at the same time in the camp a short and accelerated course 
of two weeks of the Spanish language. 

On October 21st, 1948 I was sent to the Foreign Dispatch Center, Rougham Camp, 

Bury, St. Edmunds, Suffolk, where on the day of October 27, 1948 I was demobilized, 
with the condition that the date of my discharge was made effective on the day of 
my arrival at Buenos Aires, they also gave me a passage to the point of boarding in 
France and a check for 30 pounds to be cashed at the British Consulate in Buenos 
Aires. 
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On October 30, 1948 I arrived in Paris and took a room in a hotel, together with 
the family. 

The difficulties to get a passage continued as before, Hania (Kristina), Hela 
(Zosia) and Rozia (Mary) visited without interruption the shipping companies and 
obtained passages for the first days of November for aunt Zosia (Tekla) and uncle 
Smil (Karol), for Fajwek (Wojtek) with Rozia (Mary) in one ship, for the Fuchs 
family some weeks later and for me on December 3rd 1948, the ship was called 
Kergulen, it was one that came to Argentina to load beef and when going outwards it 
also loaded meat but of a different kind, I had a cabin of about 200 bunks in a 
great hall which, though reserved for men, was always full of children, women and 
shouting. During the night they used to steal things so that my baggage slept with 
me in the higher bunk, one night it seemed to me that there was somebody at the 
side of my bed, I sat up brusquely, but I had forgotten the piping that passed at 
the height of my head and suffered a big blow on my forehead, opening a gash which 
was bleeding a lot, the sanitary conditions were terrible, the toilets were always 
inundated and plugged, ours was 3rd class and we were not allowed to go up to use 
the toilets of the other classes but I always found a way to use those. In the hold 
of the ship it was also very hot, it was difficult to sleep, at times I took my 
mattress and went up to the deck to sleep, voyage may have been the reason why I 
never again wanted to travel on a boat. During the voyage I made friends with a 
married couple of Polish Jews whom I went on meeting later for many years, until I 
lost contact with them. The ship made a call at Dakar, I remember that I was 
impressed by seeing so much poverty on the streets, the people lying on the ground; 
the other ports of call were Rio, where they did not let me land because I had been 
born in Poland, the last was Santos, there they did allow me land. 

_ PHOTOS AT THE D.P.8 _ year 1945 
Captain C. E. Jack, 

Commander of the D.P.8 
Lieutenant Harold C. Berry 
Second in command, died in 
1993. 

My second meeting with both, 
in Los Angeles, year 1990. 

_ PICTURES TAKEN AT THE D.P.8 DETACHMENT_OF THE THIRD U.S. ARMY, YEAR 1945_ 

_PICTURES OF THE CONCENTRATION CAMP MAUTHAUSEN_ year 1945 
Cremating furnaces 
Electrified barbed 
wire fence 

_PICTURE WITH THE BRITISH ADVISORY_ year 1947 Captain Flavell in the middle: _ 

_A PHOTO FROM DELMERE PARK_ 

_PICTURES OF THE ENCOUNTERS_ My encounter with cousin Fredek: 

My mother's cousin Erwin Lichtblau 
with his family in Tel Aviv: 

_5. ARGENT IN A_ On the day of December 28, 1948 in the morning we arrived in 
Buenos Aires, all the family was waiting for me in the harbor, it was the first 
time that I saw so many people waiting for me. 

The Jachimowitz and the Celcer had rented a house on Constitucion street and the 
Fuchs family an apartment on Luis Saenz Pena, at first I went to live with the 
Fuchs, later with the Jachimowitz and the Celcer. In a short time there also 
arrived Sala (Olga) and Antek Wahl. Fredek Werker stayed on in Leicester, but after 
a few months he made a decision and came too. My relatives bought a house with some 
large sheds in the suburb of San Martin, to set up a factory of knitted fabric 
goods, aunt Zosia (Tekla) and uncle Smil went to live there and I with Fredek went 
to live at a pension at the corner of Libertad and Corrientes streets. 

Shortly after having arrived in Buenos Aires, we contacted the Friedner family, it 
was a couple with a daughter Ada, some years younger than I, exceptional people, 
very open and hospitable. Ada introduced Fredek and me into the circle of her 
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friends who accepted us without reservations, we communicated in English, whatever 
I could learn during my short course of Spanish was very poor. I remember that when 
leaving the British Consulate at the corner of Sarmiento and Florida streets I 
asked a policemen what I could take to go to Constitucion, he did understand me but 
I did not what he answered so finally he accompanied me to the corner and put me 
inside the minibus. 

As I could not dance, Ada presented to me a friend of hers who did not like dancing 
very much either, it was Julia, on April 9th 1949, with whom I am still dancing 
since then, we married on August 31st 1952. Fredek returned to England around mid 
1949, at about that time the machines which my relatives had bought also arrived 
and we began to mount the factory where I stayed on working, earning 700 pesos per 
month which was a very good salary. I moved from the pension to a room at the 
factory, I worked 16 hours a day to earn more, food was prepared for me by my aunt, 
I ate at the side of the machines so as not to stop them, neither aunt Zosia 
(Tekla) nor Wojtek ever accepted that I contribute my part of the expenditure. 
Julia's family accepted me very well, it was mother Selma, grand-mother Reina and 
sisters Ren, and Laura, uncles Leon with aunt Victoria and their daughters Violet 
and Clara, uncle Jack with aunt Rose and their daughters Edith, Rita and Alice. 

As these uncles were people in a good economic position I thought that there will 
be some opposition to our marriage, but this never happened. Our son Ariel was born 
on October 29, 1953 and Marcelo on February 5th, 1957. In 1952, before marrying, we 
had bought a house in Colegiales district, at 1421 Delgado street; in 1955 we sold 
the house and moved to an apartment at Brasil 1798 and from there in 1962 to 
Montevideo street 1330, 7th floor A. 

In 1954, Frederick (Wejtek) and uncle Alfred (Jacob Fuchs) bought a factory called 
Tejedurja Haedo, where I became part of the company and I was its manager, in 1967 
we opened the chain of VER shops, in 1973 we dissolved Tejedurja Haedo and in 1986 
I retired from VER. 


]p I remember that what called my attention most of all when I arrived in Argentina 
was that no policeman on the street asked for my papers and though I had worked 
hard since I had arrived in the country, I consider myself fortunate, I consider it 
as my own country, here I could work in peace, could found a family, here I brought 
up and educated my children, together with my dear wife, and now the time had come 
to enjoy together with her what we had sown, our children, daughters-in-law, 
grandchildren Andrew, Paul and Toby and the rest of our relatives on both sides, I 
hope that the years that we still have will be like what my deceased mother in-law 
used to say, many and good and that she and my parents can see our luck, wherever 
they may be, even if they could not enjoy it themselves. Thank you Argentina. 

]p What I desire for my sons together with their wives Hilda and Analia is that they 
have in their marriages the same luck we had and that they learn that luck does not 
come by itself, it must be helped along, one has to have patience and comprension, 
marriage is a continuous give and take, there are happy moments and others 
difficult, when you must cool your head down. Everything has a solution, with good 
faith and using reason, I usually say when some problem comes up which worries us, 
"it is not the Gestapo", while there is life, there is hope. 

]p Buenos Aires, June 20th 1993. 


_PICTURE OF MY MOTHER'S THREE BROTHERS. 

_A PICTURE OF ALL THE FAMILY FROM MY SIDE. 

.POSTSCRIPT. 

This book deals with my personal history during the Holocaust and that story is 
already told. It also deals with the history of the Tarnow ghetto and that one is 
still not concluded; so let us see what historians have to say about that. 

What follows is a transcription of the book "The Holocaust, the Jewish Tragedy" by 
Martin Gilbert, referring to the year 1943: 

"On September 1 the Germans began the final deportations from Tarnow to Birkenau. 
For two days the Jews resisted with arms. But none of those who took up arms 
survived. As with the resistance in nearby Sandomierz, the only reports that 
survive of the resistance of the Jews came from Polish eye-witnesses. In Tarnow, 
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according to a Polish underground report, the Germans used grenades to breakup the 
resistance, then loaded the surviving Jews into goods wagons, the insides of which 
were covered with carbide and lime. According to a Polish report, the wagons were 
then sealed, inundated with water and sent off to extermination." 

Two references of the Polish eye-witnesses are given, one of them writes: "The five 
thousand Jews deported from Tarnow in the first week of September 1943 were sent to 
Birkenau together with three and a half thousand Jews from Przemysl and three 
thousand from Bochnia; all three towns being on the Auschwitz -Tarnow - Lvov 
railway." 

Observe that lime when in contact with water heats up, possibly to the boiling 
point and it is highly caustic, it eats away the flash. Carbide when in contact 
with water turns into a gas which eats away the lungs. 

These are the facts. Conclusions are up to the reader! 
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EN EL UNIFORME DE LA AVIACION ALEMANA DURANTE EL VIAJE DE KIEV A LUWOW Y 
DESPUES A TARNOW EN BUSCA DE DORA 1943. 
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MI FOTO EN 1939 
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DELAMERE PARK CAMP CERCA DE NORTHWICH, INGLATERRA. 







